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NETLEY. ABBEY. 


CHAP. XI. 


As ſoon as rhe firſt tinge of day 
appeared, young de Villars aroſe, and 
began to prepare himſelf for his 
meditated expedition. The only 
difficulty was, in diſguiſing himſelf 
fo effectually that he might not be 
known to father Peter, or the porter 
of the abbey. As, however, he had 
only been once ſeen by them, on 
the evening of his viſiting that mo- 
vol. 11. s naſtery, 
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naſtery, he truſted his perſon was 
not fo accurately obferved, as to be 
diſcovered under the habit of a 
ſtrolling minſtrel. He therefore e- 
quipped himſelf, and was prepa- 
red early in the afternoon to ſet 
out, 

His dreſs conſiſted of a long 
looſe gown of bright green, gather- 
ed at the neck and faſtened with a 
filver claſp. A crimſon girdle en- 
circled his waiſt. Round his neck 
he wore a ſilver chain, from which 
depended a ſmall ſcutcheon of the 
ſame metal, emboſſed with the arms 
of the college to which he was 
luppoſed to belong. On one fide of 
his girdle hung the wreſt, or key 

of 
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of his harp, on the other, a neat 
filver mounted dagger. His luxu- 
riant locks were concealed under a 
cloſe cap that came low upon his 
forehead. An harp, flung over the 
teft ſhoulder depended before him ; 
and a pilgrim's ſtaff fapported his 
ſteps. | 


Txvs diſguifed he preſented him- 
ſelf to the baron, who confirmed 
the improbability of his being diſ- 
covered, by the ſarprife he ſhewed 
at the ſingular alteration which this 
garb had produced in the appear- 
ance of his ſon. He was fully of 
opinton he might venture to the 
monaſtery without danger of detec- 
tion; he therefore gave him his blef- 

ſing 
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ſing, and diſmifſed him, ſaying ; 
* Go my child, and God grant thee 
ſucceſs. May he be thy guardian 
and director in this undertaking, 
and endow thee with fortitude and 
prudence to fulfil properly his wiſe 
and unſearchable beheſts. Ed- 
ward alſo breathed a ſilent prayer 
to the ſame effect; and full of ar- 
dour and confidence departed cheer- 
fully from the caſtle. 


1 


* 


ELzanoR had riſen early on the 
morning of the day. ſucceeding the 
adventure at Netley caſtle. ' A thou- 
ſand anxieties prayed upon her mind, 
and diſturbed her uſual placid ſium- 
bers. The recollection of the ſtran- 
ger would perpetually croſs her 

thoughts; 
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thoughts; and tho' ſhe endeavoured 
to reaſon herfelf out of the abſur- 
dity of dwelling on the remem- 
brance of one whom perhaps ſhe 
ſhould never fee again, yet her heart 
tacitly told her, his image was too 
deeply impreſſed there, to be eraſed 
or obliterated by all the arguments 
of reaſon. The threats of fir Hil- 
debrand would then recur, and fill 
her with dread; which was by no 
means lefſened at the apprehenſion 
of her ſtill being perſecuted by his 
odious addreſſes. Somewhat alſo of 
myſtery appeared in the conduct of 
the baron and his ſon; ſhe could 
not help remarking their unuſual] 
buſtle and agitation, and her fears 


as well as curioſity were awakened 
"i by 
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by ſeeing her brother in a diſguiſe, 
new, ſtrange, and unaccountable. 


THE more ſhe reflected on theſe 
various circumſtances, the more her 
uneaſineſs encreaſed. She wiſhed for 
an opportunity of unboſoming her 
anxiety. to ſome one; thus in a degree 
to lighten its load. Edward, how- 
ever, was gone, and de Villars had 
ſhut himſelf up in his appartment. 
She therefore reſolved to communi- 


cate her emotions to the truſty Bea- 
trice, and accordingly deſired ſhe 
would attend her in a walk thro? 
the wood which lay at the back of 
the caſtle. Thither they repaired, 
and ſoon penetrated far into its ſo- 
lemn glooms. | | 


Ds 
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Ds Villars had retired to his 
chamber, to indulge reflection, and 
give a free ſcope to his melancholy. 
It was to the anniverſary of that awful 
day, which had ſnatched from him the 
partner of his ſoul. Several years 
were now elapſed fince this - cruel 
loſs ; yet the remembrance of it was 
ſtill freſh in his mind. Time had 
indeed blunted the arrow of afflic- 
tion, but nothing could extract it 
from his heart. It had been his 


conſtant cuſtom, ever ſince the de- 
ceaſe of the baroneſs, to devote the 
day of her diſſolution to ſolitary 
| ſorrow, and the contemplation of 
his own mortality; and his orders 
were, that no one, upon theſe oc- 

caſions 
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caſions, ſhould interrupt his priva- 
cy. It was for this reaſon that 
Eleanor would not difturb her father 


when ſhe found he was ſhut up in 


his chamber; ſhe recollected the pur- 
poſe of his retirement, and eſteem- 
ed his grief too ſacred to be broken 
in upon. 


Tu baron, however, did not ex- 


hauſt theſe hours of ſecluſion in 


unavailing tears or paſſionate exclam- 
ations. Something might be allow« 
ed to the ' weakneſs of human na- 


ture on ſuch a ſad occaſion, but the 
guſh of affliction would be but tran- 


fient ; reaſon would ſoon reſume its 
place, and reſignation again compoſe 
the tumults of his ſoul. Religion would 

lend 
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lend her friendly aid, and bid him 
look forward to that happy period, 
when he again ſhould meet the dear 
departed, and meet to part no more. 
She too would lift his mind to 
thankfulneſs and gratitude, for the 
kindneſs of heaven in having ſpar- 
ed to him his children, the props 
of his declining age. In Edward he 
beheld every virtue that his fondeſt 
wiſh could fancy; and in the bloom 
ing Eleanor all thofe amiable qua- 
lities which had 'endeared her mo- 
ther to his ſoul. 


ConTEeMPLATIONS of this nature 


engaged de Villars; © Oh!” exclaim- 
ed he, © ſacred ſhade of the de- 
parted - Iſabel, if thy pure ſpirit can 

| e're 
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Ore bend a thought to carthly things, 


ſure it muſt gaze with complacency 
on thy virtuous offspring; Edward 
the gallant and the good ; and Elea- 
nor whoſe ſoul reflects all thy per- 
fections. Perchance, &en now thou 
hovereſt round them, and delighteſt 
to make their ſafety thy particular 


charge. 


- Hz had juſt uttered theſe words, 
when he was alarmed by the cries 
of a female in the hall. It was the 
voice of Beatrice. A ſudden and 
prophetic horror chilled his ſoul, and 
he ruſhed from the apartment to en- 


quire the cauſe of her diſtreſs. She 


had fainted when he arrived; but 
immediately recovering, de Villars 
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A GOTHIC STORY. IT 
exclaimed, © where is my child, my 
Eleanor?“ The violence of Beatrice's 
grief prevented her from anſwering. 
The baron half diſtracted with ap- 
prehenſion, repeated his ' queſtion; 
where is your miſtreſs? Is my 
child in ſafety? * Alas! my lord, 
ſobbed out Beatrice ſhe is loſt—— 
gone for forever !''———*©* Merciful 
God '' returned de Villars, ** what 
doſt thou ſay? Who has robbed me 
of my darling? What horrible miſ- 
fortune has torn my Eleanor from 
her father's boſom, and burſt my 
aged heart ??'— My lord,” replied 
Beatrice, I will endeavour to com- 
poſe myſelf, and relate the circum- 
ſtances of the diſaſter which has be- 
fallen my beloved miſtreſs ; but alas! 
I fear I ne*er ſhall ſee her more. 


cc Be 


— 
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« Be quick then; ſaid the baron.— 


* My lord, reſumed Beatrice, early 


this afternoon the lady Eleanor order- 
ed me to attend her in a walk through 
yonder wood. I obeyed; and we pro- 
ceeded for a conſiderable time in a 
direction from the caſtle, being ſo 
much occupied by converſation, and 
the various beauties around us, as 
not to conſider the diſtance we had 
ſtrayed. Your daughter, my lord, 
at length obſerved that it might be 
prudent to return. We had ſcarcely, 
however, began to retrace our road, 
when the noiſe of horſemen alarmed 
us; and looking back to diſcover who 


they were, there appeared too ill- 


favored men in the habits of ſeryants, 


mounted on black horſes. On ſeeing 


us 


* 
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us, they immediately rode up; and 
one of them looking ſtedfaſtly at the 
lady Eleanor, exclaimed with a tre- 
mendous oath, this is the object 
of our ſearch.” —Both now alighted 
from their horſes, and one ſeiz- 
ed my miſtreſs, the other myſelf. 
We were dreadfully alarmed, and 
made the woods echo with our cries ; 
the brutes, however, ſoon deprived 
us of theſe means of calling aſſiſtance, 
by gaging our mouths. Having done 
this, they next ſecured our hands, 
binding them firmly behind us. The 
one who had firſt ſpoken, now took 
my beloved lady in his arms, and 
Iifted her upon the horſe; after which 
he mounted himſelf, and rode off at 
a ſmart pace, The other villain hav- 

vol. 11, Cc ing, 
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ing, as he thought, ſufficiently ſe- 
cured my hands, took another cord 
from his doublet, and paſſing i it round 
my waiſt, bound me to a tree; © there,” 
cried he, “as you are partial to the 
woods, I leave you to enjoy the ſcene 
at your leiſure ;*”” ſaying this, he 
clapped ſpurs to his horſe, and fol- 
lowed his comrade, 


« GRIEF and terror lent me, I 
believe, extraordinary ftrength; for 
after. ſtruggling ſome little time, I 
looſened the knots which faſtened 
my hands, and at length liberated 
both. I inſtantly removed the gag 
from my mouth, and the rope from 
my waiſt, and returned to the caſtle 
with the utmoſt expedition, that I 
might 
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might communicate the mournful 
event to your lordſhip. Heaven 
knows whither the ruffians have car- 
ried my unhappy miſtreſs; but the 
road they took was that which leads 
to Netley caſtle.“ 


A vioLenT ſhower of tears again 
guſhed from the eyes of Beatrice. 
and prevented her continuing the 
melancholy ſubject. Her laſt words, 
however, gave de Villars an idea of 
the extent of his misfortune. Ir 
inſtantly occurred to his mind, that 
fir Hildebrand Warren was the au- 
thor of this violence. The general 
profligacy of his character ; his con- 
duct at the tournament ; and the ob- 
ſcure menaces he had then thrown 


C2 out, 
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out, were circumſtances which con- 
firmed his ſuſpictons beyond a 
doubt. Execrable villain,” ex- 
claimed he, in a voice choaked with 
agony, © to tear from my arms the 
ſtaff of my ſinking years, and rob 
me of the only ſolace of my woes! 
Curſes light upon thee, thou ſpoil- 
er of my peace! May heaven's 
blackeſt vengeance purſue thy ſteps, 
and ſpeedy puniſhment reward thy 
helliſh treachery. But let me not,“ 
" continued de Villars, © conſume the 


time in uſeleſs execrations; myſelf 


will follow the villain, and ſnatch 
my daughter from diſhonor. What 
tho* my arm has loſt its former 
vigor; heaven which cannot behold 
ſuch baſeneſs with indifference, will 

perhaps 
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perhaps nerve it with unuſual ſtrength, 
and enable me to regain my Elea- 
nor. But ſhould its decree be other- 
wiſe, it will ſtill be ſome conſolation 
to my ſpirit, that my heart's blood was 
ſpilt in the attempt. Robert, con- 
tinued the baron to his old domeſtic, 
whom the alarm had brought into 
the hall, “thou wilt not forſake 


thy lord in this moment of his an- 


guiſh 
and let us haſte, to the deliverance 
of my wretched child; would to 
God that Edward were here to aſ- 
fiſt our endeavours,” | 


bring hither my armour, 


Rog ERT bowed obedience to de 
Villars's commands, and retired to 
execute them. -He would indeed 


E's have 
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have repreſented the impropriety of 
attempting the reſcue of the lady 
Eleanor by force, had he not per- 
ceived his lord's grief was too violent 
to liſten to the cool ſuggeſtions 
of prudence, He knew that fir 
Hildebrand Warren's numerous re- 
tainers would render yain all the ex- 
ertions of de Villars and himſelf; 
and he foreſaw the danger of at- 


tempting any thing in a hoſtile 


manner againſt ſo diſproportionate 
a power. But Robert's had been a 
ſervice of affection, not of bondage; 


he loved his lord, and therefore did 


not heſitate complying with his or- 
ders, tho' it was nearly certain that 
the execution of them muſt prove 


fatal to them both. : 


Is 
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Ix a ſhort ſpace the baron and his 
attendant were properly equipped, 
and ſet out towards the caſtle of ſir 
Hildebrand. As they rode through 
the wood, whither de Villars had 
often wandered with his gentle Elea- 
nor, every tree, every glade brought 
her to his remembrance. The tears 
rolled down his cheeks, and his boſom 
ſwelled with agonizing emotions, while 
buſy recollection painted her to him 
in each little act of affection and 
duty; ſoothing him with her own 
converſation, or liſtening with fond 
attention to his. His ſoul was ab- 
ſorbed by the moſt profound grief, 
and he had imperceptibly reached the 
extremity of the wood, when his at- 
tention was rouſed by the cry of Ro- 
| bert, 
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20 NETLEY ABBEY : 
bert, who in a tone of extacy ex- 
claimed, © my lord, my lord, behold 
the lady Eleanor!“ 


- — —— — ꝑ —— — 
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Dy Villars now caſt his eyes for- 
wards, but what words can expreſs 
the ſenſations of his boſom when he 
perceived at a ſmall diſtance, his 


daughter and a knight in armour, 
both on foot, and directing their ſteps 
towards him. In the wildneſs of ex- 
ceſſive joy he threw himſelf from his 


object of his ſearch, before ſhe ob- 
ſerved his approach. 
delight was the firſt ſymptom which 
Eleanor gave of recollecting her pa- 
rent ; ſhe ruſhed towards him, and 
ſunk ſenſcleſs into his arms. 


horſe, and had almoſt reached the 


A ſhriek of 


Ds: 
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Du Villars was too much overcome 
with conflicting emotions to be able 
to aſſiſt in reſtoring her ſenſes; but 
the knight, unclaſping his helmet, 
haſtened to an adjoining brook, and 
laving a little of the water from it, 
ſoon recalled her to life and recol- 
lection. 


Taz firſt few minutes of returning 
reaſon were conſumed by de Villars 
and his daughter, in mutual gratula- 
tions; and it was ſometime before the 
former could ſufficiently collect him- 
ſelf to pay any attention to Eleanor's 
companion. At length, however, he 
turned towards him, and was on the 


point of enquiring by what extra- 
ordinary means he had reſcued his 
| child 
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child from the danger with which 
ſhe was threatened, when he diſco- 
vered, by the color of his armour, 
the device of his ſhield, and the azure 
ſcarf which he wore, that the youth 
before him was no other than the 
gallant ſtranger who had ſo ſignally 
diſplayed his {kill and proweſs at the 
' tournament of ſir Hildebrand War- 
ren.—“ Knight,“ ſaid the baron, 
* pardon me for having thus long 


omitted to expreſs my obligations, 
at being once more put into poſſeſ- 
ſion of the treaſure of my ſoul ; for 
I cannot doubt but that to your gal- 
lantry, I owe the recovery of my 
child. My admiration and eſteem 
you acquired at Netley caſtle; ac- 


cept now my gratitude and friend- 
ſhip, 
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ſhip, the poor returns for an obli- 
gation that never can be cancelled. — 
But come fir knight, let us proceed 
to my manſion, and indulge me, on 
our walk, with the particulars of this 
unhoped for event.“ | 


THE youth. returned his acknow- 
ledgments to de Villars for his kind- 
neſs ; he aſſured him that in reſcuing 
the lady Eleanor from violence, and 
giving her back to her father, he 
felt the moſt lively pleaſure ; that, 
however, as he had now placed her 
under ſecure and proper protection, 
it was neceſſary for him to depart; 
he had affairs of a nature the moſt 
important 'to execute, which would 
not admit of delay ; but that ſhould 


IT 
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it pleaſe heaven to grant him ſucceſs 


in the undertaking which then en- 


gaged his attention, he would ſpeedily 
pay his reſpects in perſon at the caſtle 
of de Villars. | 


Tur baron ſaw it would be in vain 
to preſs the ſtranger further, to ac- 
company Eleanor and himſelf to their 
dwelling; once more therefore he 
repeated the dictates of his gratitude, 
and fervently preſſing his hand, bad 
him adieu; the knight taking a 
graceful leave of his companions, 
turned about, and walked haſtily to- 
wards the extremity of the wood. 


Ox his departure, the firſt en- 
- Quiries of the baron were relative 
to 
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A GOTHIC STORY. 25 
fo the eſcape of his daughter from 
the villains who had ſurpriſed Bea- 
trice and herſelf; he informed her 
of what particulars he was already 
appriſed, together with his own ſuſ- 
picions as to the original author of 
this piece of perfidy ; and requeſted 
ſhe would continue the detail from 
the moment of her ſeparation from 
her attendant. 8185 


oy My lord,“ replied Eleanor, 1 
was ſo alarmed by the ſudden and 
ferocious appearance of the horſemen, 
their threatening language, and boiſ- 
terous treatment, that for ſome mi- 
nutes after one of them had bound, 
and placed me on his horſe, I loſt 
my recollection entirely, and ſunk 

VOL. II. D into 
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into inſenſibility., On my reco- 
very, I perceived we had alrcady 
emerged from the wood, and had 
entered the road which leads to 
the caſtle of fir Hildebrand War- 
ren, My real ſituation at once 
flaſhed upon my mind; I ſaw my- 
ſelf the victim of a wretch whoſe 
vicious ſoul was cqual to the un- 
dertaking of any villainy, and whoſe 
power gave him the opportunity of 
exccuting it with impunity. I was 
unable to intereſt the compaſſion or 
attention of my conductor by pray- 
ers, or promiſes, as he had taken 
care to render me incapable of 
ſpeech by gagging my mouth; and 
| the rapidity of our motion convin- 
ced me that a ſhort time would 
convey 
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convey me to the place of deſti- 
nation, Great God ! what agony 
ſhook my boſom, what defpair fil- 
led my ſoul, when I heard the other 
villain, who had joined us, exclaim 
to his companion; there was now 
no danger to be feared; he had fi- 
lenced my attendant, and her miſ- 
treſs would be ſoon ſafely —_— in 
Netley caſtle.” 


4 

III TED up my ſtreaming eyes 
to heaven, and filently implored 
the protection of the moſt high, 
whoſe arm alone I thought could 
now ſave me from deſtruction. The 
guardian of the wretched heard 
my petition, and at that moment, a 
knight appeared on horſeback from 
D 2 a little 
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a little covert, to the right of the 
road. The hope of relief gave me 
preternatural ſtrength; I freed my 
right arm from the cord which 
bound it, and ſnatching the inſtru- 
ment from my mouth, uttered a 
loud and piercing ſhrick. 


6 Tr1s ſound of diſtreſs caught the 
ftranger's attention, and he inſtant- 
ly turned his horſe towards us. My 
conductor, in the mean time, order- 
ed the other horſeman to precede 
him, and to endeavour to perſuade 
the knight not to obſtruct his pro- 
greſs; but, if he ſhould prove ob- 
ſtinate, to attack him without fur- 
ther ceremony. At the ſame time 
"he aſſured me, with the moſt hor- 
| rible 
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rible oaths, that ſhould I continue 
my cries it would be the worſe for 
me when I arrived at his: lord's 


manſion. 


«UNMINDFUL however, of his me- 
naces, I redoubled my entreaties for 
the aſſiſtance of the knight, who 
I now diſcovered to be the ſame that 
had overcome fir Hildebrand in the 
tournament. In a few minutes he 
Fheir 


converfation was but momentary. 


reached the firſt horſeman. 


Almoſt inſtantly unſheathing their 
ſwords, they attacked each other 
fiercely; but after a ſhort. conflict, 
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the ſtranger cleft his antagoniſt to 


the ground. The moment my 
conductor perceived the fate of his 


D 3 com- 


—— 
— - 


— — wa. 
— ̃ ͤ . ]  — — — —— __——@_—_— P— = 
— — — « = — — 


— * * 
— — 
1 1 — f ]§— 2. 


— — — — o 
- "- . * "= 
— OW OOO — d — OA oo ts 
— RY 
— — — he — - 
— 


poſe the evident tumult of my ſpirits, 
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companion, fearing a ſimilar one him- 
ſelf, he looſened the ſtring which 
bound me to my ſaddle, and ſpur- 
ring his horſe with great rage, 
the animal gave a ſudden ſtart, 


that threw me with violence to the 


ground. I was ſtunned with the 


fall ; 
my deliverer, who had diſmounted 


the attentions, however, of 


from his palfrey, ſoon reſtored me ; 
and I had the ſatisfaction of find- 
ing when I recovered, that the 


ſurviving villain was already out 


of ſight. 
Tux knight endeavoured to com- 


which had been greatly agitated with 


this quick ſucceſſion of extraordinary 
events, 
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events, by every means in his power. 


He bade me conſider myſelf as now 


perfectly ſafe; that he would protect 
me at the hazard of his exiſtence; 
nor would he forſake his charge till 
he had again reſtored me to the arms 
of my honored parent. This pro- 
miſe, my lord, he was performing, 
when the happy and unexpected meet- 
ing with yourſelf, made any further 
trouble on his part unneceſlary.”” 


De Villars liſtened to the detail of 
his daughter, with mingled emotions 
of terror, wonder, delight, and gra- 
titude. Caſting his eye to heaven, 
he breathed his pious thanks to the 
great diſpoſer of human affairs for 
the unlooked for deliverance of his 


child 3 
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child; then, after ſome minutes pauſe, 
he thus addreſſed her. Eleanor, I 
have been revolving in my mind, 
the ſingular events which have this 
day befallen you,. and their probable 


conſequences. The former, thanks. 


be to heaven, have terminated hap- 
pily ; but the latter, I fear, are teem- 
ing with danger to us all. Sir Hilde- 
brand Warren, the contriver of this 
attack on the peace of our family, 


will not be deterred from further at- 


tempts by this diſappointment. I 
know his rancorous, his relentleſs 
heart; I know too his power, which 


we are utterly unable to reſiſt. E'er 


this time he is probably acquainted 


with the ill-ſucceſs of his ſcheme, 
and the means by which it was de- 
feated;. 
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feated ; and may have already formed 
ſome new plan, more violent, more 
certain of ſucceeding. 


©« NoTHING then, my child, is left 
for us, but ſpeedy flight from Eng- 


land. My enquiries relative to the 


barons who were ſaid to have con- 
federated together againſt the vicious 
government of the king's favorite, 
have been hitherto without effect; 
that ſafety therefore which I had 
ſecretly looked to from their protec- 
tion, I muſt ceaſe now to hope for. 
In my native land, it is probable 
I ſhall ſtill find ſome connections, 
ſome friends of the de Villars fa- 
mily remaining, who may extend 
their aſſiſtance to my fallen branch; 

but 
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but ſhould I be unknown or forgot. 
ten there, it will yet be better to 
fink into quiet and happy poverty 
in a ſpot where our domeſtic peace 
hall be ſecure, than continue here 
in comparative affluence, expoſed to 
the attempts of a powerful villain. 
Let tomorrow night then, my child, 
de the time of our departure; be it 
your care to collect together what 
ever may be of uſe to us in our re- 
tirement; myſelf and Edward will 
by that time have prepared a veſſel 
to tranſport us to the coaſt of Nor- 
mandy.“ 


Eleanor heard her father with 
mingled pleaſure and pain; to fly 
from the violence of the hateful ſir 
Hilde 
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Hildebrand Warren could not but 


be agreeable to her; yet, when ſhe 
reflected that in leaving her coun. 


try, ſhe loſt, at the ſame time, all 
hope of ever again beholding her 


deliverer; him. to whom ſhe had 


ſurrendered her virgin heart, to whom 
ſhe was bound by the ſtrongeſt ties 


of gratitude and love, ſhe felt that 


acute ſenſation of diſtreſs, with which 
the anticipation of perpetual abſence 
from the object of regard, will wring 
the boſom of diſintereſted affection. 


PAREN TAL obedience, however, was 
a leading principle in Eleanor's ſoul; 
ſhe reſpectfully agreed in the pro- 
priety of the baron's plans, and 
with a well-counterfeited appearance 


of 
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CHAP. XII. 


Ir will now be neceſſary for us to 
return to Edward, and attend him in 
his expedition to the abbey. 


Taar he might be the leſs liable 
to diſcovery, be had determined not 
to viſit this religious houſe till to- 
wards evening; and accordingly a- 
muſed himſelf the better part of the 
afternoon, in wandering through the 
deep woods with which it was ſur- 
rounded. Agitated by hope, fear, 
expectation, and curiofity, the time 
paſſed but ſlowly to the youth; at 
at length, however, he beheld the 

VOL, II. E mellow 
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mellow tints of the ſetting ſun, glit- 
tering through the opening glades, 
and leaving his retirement, he pro- 
ceeded to the monaſtery. 


Tw1cz he lifted the maſſive knock- 
er of the gate, without reſolution to 
demand admittance. The conſciouſ- 
neſs of his diſguiſe, and of the diſ- 
ſimulative part which he was pre- 
paring to act, took from him, in a 
degree, that confidence which the 

dignity of ingenuouſneſs will ever 
inſpire. When, however, he reflec- 

ted on the uprightneſs of his inten- 
tions, and the extraordinary occur- 

rences he had witneſſed, that ſeemed 

.to call him to the adventure in 
which he was engaged, his wonted 

compoſure 
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compoſure returned, and raiſing his 
arm a third time, he thundered loud- 
ly at the portal. 


Ox of the brethren immediately 
obeyed the ſummons, and, opening the 
gate, enquired his buſineſs. © Friend,“ 
replied the youth, „J am as thou 
ſeeſt, a travelling minſtrel. In jour- 
neying to the caſtle of fir Hilde- 
brand Warren, I have been bewil- 
dered in the mazes of theſe woods, 
and am fallen, by accident, on your 
abbey. As the ſhades of night are 
now deſcending, I crave the hoſpi- 


\ tality of your order; refreſhment for 
? my exhaſted frame, and a bed for 
my repoſe.” *© Brother,” ſaid the 

E 2 monk, 
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monk, my lord abbot will be right 
glad of your arrival; 'tis long ſince 
our retirement has been enlivened 
by the merry tones of a minſtrel's 
harp.” Saying this he took Edward 
by the hand, and led him to the 
refectory where the abbot was ſeat- 
ed. He received the youth cordial- 
ly ; and, without appearing at all to 
ſufpe& his diſguiſe, bid him hear- 

tily welcome. 
Tat occaſional relaxation, indeed, 
of the minſtrel, was almoſt the only 
ſort of amuſement permitted to the 
monaſtics of theſe ages; and as this 
varied agreeably the dull monotony 
of their indolent lives, the temporary 
viſits of this profeſſion, were always 
| received 
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received with pleaſure and ſatis- 
faction. 


Ir was not long before Edward 
was required to give a ſpecimen of 
his art; a requeſt which he readily 
complied with, to the great delight _ 
of his attentive audience. Father 
Peter was particularly gratified ; he 
had little that was ſpiritual about 
him, his retirement from the world, 
having been dictated entirely by 
ſelfiſh motives. Profligate and li- 
centious 1n principle, but without 
riches to indulge his propenſities, 
he eafily ſaw that his means of 
gratification would increaſe, by en- 
tering into a profeſſion, that pro- 
miſed, from the circumſtances of 

K 3 the 
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the times, affluence, leiſure, and 
ſafety to its members. In fir Hil- 
debrand Warren, he found a patron 
exactly to his taſte; and as abbot 
of Netley, with a ſociety of monks 
devoted to his ſervice, had enjoyed 
ample ' opportunities of perpetrating 
almoſt every crime, which can ſtain 
Human nature, 


Tur exceſſes of the table were 
amongſt the abbot's vices; and as 
the popular ballads which Edward 
recited had given him an unuſual 
flow of ſpirits, the bowls of wine, 
by his example, circulated very 
briſkly. This our diſguiſed youth 
Encouraged as much as poſſible, ex- 
cuſing himſclf, at the ſame time, 
| from 


A GOTHIC STORY. 43 
from joining in their frequent pota- 
tions; an abſtinence that afforded no 
little entertainment to the brethren 
of the convent. 


'Mrpx1cnrT at length approached, 
and Edward was happy to hear the 
abbot, in accents ſcarcely articulate 
from intoxication, give directions to 
a lay-brother to ſhew the minſtrel 
to his chamber. Thither he retired, 
and ſeating himſelf upon the bed, 
reſolved to wait patiently till ſuch 
time as the whole converit ſhould 
be wrapt in ſlumber, before he com- 
menced his ſearch, We may readily 
ſuppoſe that this interval of ſuſpence 
was not paſſed without anxiety. The 
novelty of his lituation, the uncer- 


tainty 


44 NETLEY ABBEY: 


tainty of ſucceſs, the danger of de- 
tection, all conſpired to agitate his 
mind; and the bell of the convent 
tolled one, e're he had ſufficiently 
colleted himſelf to proceed to the 
execution of his plan. At length, 
however, he ſtarted from his ſeat, 
and taking the taper in his left 
hand, and the dagger in his right, 
he ſoftly left his chamber. 
4 | 

Nor knowing to what particular 

ſpot to direct his ſteps, he follow- 


cd the windings of a paſſage which 


faced the room he came from. As 
this led him by the dormitories of 
the monks, he was obliged to uſe 
all his caution leſt the ſound of his 
. footſteps ſhould awaken the ſleeping 
a | brethren. 
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brethren, Having paſſed theſe, the 
cloiſters next preſented themſelves, 
through which the wind roared in 
ſullen murmurs. Edward heſitated 
for a moment, whether he ſhould 
traverſe this dreary pile, or confine his 
ſcrutiny to the body of the building, 
and had already formed a determina- 
tion to return, when a ſudden craſſi 
like the burſting open of a door, at 
the extremity of the cloiſter, exci- 
ted his curioſity, and impelled him 
to proceed, 


Taz wind was fo violent that he 
could with difficulty prevent his ta- 
per from being extinguiſhed; he 
walked carefully to the ſpot whence 
the noiſe ſeemed to come, and ſoon 
| perceived 
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perceived it was occaſioned by the 
recoil of a ſmall door, which not 
being locked, had been blown open 
by a ſudden guſt of air. 


A Lo and narrow paſſage here 
diſplayed itſelf, but the dimneſs of 
his taper did not allow him an op- 
portunity of ſecing to what it led. 
He reſolved, notwithſtanding, to diſ- 
cover its termination, and entered it 
accordingly ; but ſcarce had he pro- 
ceeded three paces, before a ſecond 
blaſt of wind again cloſed the door, 
_ extinguiſhed the light, and left Ed- 
ward in perfect darkneſs. 

Horror, for a moment, ſeized 
him, when, on feeling for the 
wicket, 
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wicket, he perceived the ſpring of 
the lock had caught on its return, 
and that he was irremediably con- 
A con- 


fined within the paſlage. 
viction of imminent danger, without 
being able to aſcertain its nature or 
ſource, is the moſt terrifying of all 
mental emotions; the imagination, 
not confined by any definite idea, 
hurries into the wildeſt extravagance, 
and pictures horrors which can only 
exiſt in the whims of fancy. —Conſci. 
ous rectitude, however, ſoon calmed 
the tumult of Edward's boſom ; he 
breathed an ejaculation to heaven, 
and determined to proceed. Pla- 
cing his hand therefore againſt the 
wall, he walked cautiouſly on, re- 


greting now the misfortune which 
had 
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had occurred, only as it threat- 
ened to deprive him of all fur- 
ther opportunity of proſecuting his 
ſearch. 


Hz continued pacing the paſſage 
in this deliberate manner ſome time, 
when his ear was ſuddenly ſurpriſed 
by the faint ſound of inſtrumental 
harmony. The youth liſtened atten- 
tively; in a few moments the notes 
were repeated, accompanied by a 
female voice, which died away in a 
cadence raviſhingly ſweet. 


ASTONISHMENT and delight fixed 
him to the ſpot on which he ſtood; 
again he called up his attention, and 
a third time the united melody thril- 
| led 


rr 
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led on his ear, and gradually ſunk 


into ſilence as before. The dream, 
with all its circumſtances, now ruſh- 
ed on Edward's mind; he doubted 
not that the myſtery which had ſo 
long perplexed him, was about to 
be unfolded, and panting with ex- 
pectation, he again proceeded. 


ALL, once more, was ſilence and 
darkneſs; he moved on however, till 
his progreſs was impeded by ſomething 
againſt which his foot ſtruck, with 
a ſhock that nearly overthrew him. 
Stooping down to aſcertain what it 
might be, he found it was a maſſive 


trap door, ſo warped by time or wea- 


ther, as to render it incapable of 
being cloſely ſhut. This he endea- 
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voured to lift up, though for ſome 
time without effect. 


SUMMONING at length all his 
power into one exertion, he raiſed 
the ponderous ſlab, and immediately 
diſcovered, by a faint gleam of light 
which ſtreamed thro' the aperture, 
2 flight of ſtone ſtairs, terminating 
in another paſſage. Theſe he de- 
ſcended without hefitation; and 
ſcarcely had reached the bottom, 
ere he was again raviſhed with the 
harmonious ſounds he had before 
heard, which now burſt more rich, 


full, and clearly on his car. 


A $MALL door with an iron grat- 


ing in it, (which emitted the im- 
perfect 
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perfect light that had enabled Ed- 
ward to deſcend the ſtairs) appear- 
, ed at the end of the paſſage. He 
advanced ſoftly towards it, his heart 
palpitating with unutterable emo= 
tions. But what was his aftoniſh- 
ment and rapture, when, on looking 
through the grate, he beheld the real 
form of the inchanting female, whoſe 
portrait his fancy had preſented to 
him in the viſions of the night. 


Foz a moment he doubted the 
evidence of his eyes, and could not 
avoid believing himſelf the dupe of 
a fervent imagination. A ſhort time, 
however, reſtored his recollection, 
and enabled him to obſerve minute- 
ly the ſcene before him, 


F 2 THE 


out any opening to admit the light 


intereſting figure who ſeemed to be 
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THz room or cell into which the 
grated door afforded entrance, ap- 
peared to be a ſquare of about 
twelve feet, vaulted above, but with- 


of day. In one corner of it might 
be ſeen another wicket, communi- 
cating apparently with an inner a- 
partment. The furniture conſiſted 
merely of a table and chair; both 
of the moſt homely workmanſhip; 
on the former of which ſtood an 
ivory crucifix, and a lighted waxen 
taper. In ſhort the appearance of 
the whole together, indicated the a- 
partment to be a ſubterraneous pri- 
ſon. But what attracted Edward's 
attention moſt particularly, was, the 


the 
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the only inhabitant of this gloomy 
- abode. She was ſeated at the table, 
and held a lute in her hand; the 
ſtrings of which ſhe ſwept in the 
moſt graceful manner, warbling at 
the ſame time an evening hymn to 


the bleſſed virgin. Her age appear- 
ed to be about nineteen; ſhe was 


of the middle ſize, but faſhioned 
with the niceſt ſymmetry. Her coun- 
tenance was open, ingenuous and 
lovely; her complexion clear, daz- 
zling, and tranſparent ; her eye dark, 
animated, and intelligent. Luxuri- 
ant ringlets of auburne hair fell 
careleſsly over her ſhoulders, and 
ſerved as a beautiful contraſt to the 
ſnowy whiteneſs of a boſom which 
nature had modelled with all her care. 

F 3 EDWARD 
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EpwaRD gazed on this image of 
perfection without the power of ut- 
terance; his boſom ſoon ac know - 
ledged an emotion hitherto unknown 
to him, that indeſcribable paſſion 
produced by a combination of all the 
finer ſenſibilities in our nature.— 
Totally abſorbed in rapturous con- 
templation, he would perhaps, have 
continued ſome time thus uſeleſsly 
filent, had he not been rouſed by a 
ſhriek which came from the lady, 
who had accidentally lifted up her 
eyes, and been terrified by the ap- 
pearance of a ſtrange face at the grate, 
Edward, hurt at the alarm which he 
thus involuntarily excited, immedi- 
ately endeavoured to diſſipate it ; 


« lovely pattern of excellence,” ſaid 
| he, 
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he, © let not your boſom entertain 
a fear on my account. In me you 
behold the ſon of baron de Villars, 
the protector of innocence, the re- 
liever of diſtreſs. — Heaven has ſent 
me hither to be the inſtrument of 
your deliverance, and my blood ſhall 
gladly be ſpilt in the glorious ad- 
venture.“ | 
THress words he uttered with all 
the warmth and energy of truth, nor 
did the fair ſtranger heſitate at giving 
immediate credit to them. Guilt 
alone can entertain ſuſpicion; but 
as the former had not ſtained her 
ſoul, the latter could meet with no 
reception there. © Generous youth,” 
returned the lady, “ pardon the in- 


volun- 
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voluntary expreſſion of ſurpriſe which 
your unexpected appearance drew 
from me. Long ſince alas! have I 
beheld that grating only with horror 
and affright, ſince every face which 
it preſented to my view was that of 
a deadly foe. Your benevolent offer 
of aſſiſtance I receive with gratitude 
unſpeakable; nor will the ſon of de 
Villars find that I am an object al- 
together unworthy of his notice or 
compaſſion. ——But,” continued ſhe, 
after a moment's pauſe, © your at- 
tempt muſt be, I fear, in vain, ſince 
the door which confines me within 
this horrible dungeon, is faſtened by 
a lock too ſtrong for our united 
ſtrength to break.“ 


EDWARD 
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EpwarD, for the firſt time, ex- 
amined the faſtening, which, to his 
mortification, he found was a pon- 
derous lock, that threw its bolt into 
the ſtone lintel of the door-way, 
For ſome time he endeavoured, by 
various artifices, to force it back, 
but without effect. At length the 
dagger occurred to his recollection, 
This he introduced into the cavity 
which received the bolt, and preſſing 
it hard upon the end of the latter, 
it flew back, and the door grated on 


its hinges. 


EpwaRD now entered the chamber, 
and approaching the lady, he again 
aſſured her, in the moſt reſpectful 
terms, of his real character, and 
| determined 
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determined reſolution to deliver her 
at the hazard of his life. But 
come,” continued he, © fair maid, 
let us eſcape without delay from theſe 


_ gloomy regions; the convent is ſtill 


wrapt in ſlumber, and we may now 
retire unobſerved from its walls.” 
Mingled emotions agitated the mind 
of the lady, and diſabled her from 
replying ; ſhe gave her hand, how- 
ever, to the ſon of de Villars with 
all the confidence of virtue, and 
quitted the ſcene of her confine- 
ment. 


TAKING the taper from the table, 
Edward retraced his road, till they 
came to the door which had been 
cloſed” by the violence of the wind. 

| With 
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With the aſſiſtance of the light and 
dagger, he ſoon managed to open 
this alſo; and repaſſing the cloiſters, 
quickly arrived at the great gate of 
the monaſtcry.—But here a difficulty 
occurred, of which he had not been 
aware, the faſtenings of this were 
ſo maſſive, that he in vain en- 
deavoured to remove them by the 
means he had employed in his two 
ſimilar attempts—and all violence 
was precluded, by the fear of diſ- 
turbing the ſleeping monks. In this 
dilemma, his fair companion acci- 
dentally caſting her eye to the wall 
at the right of the gate, diſcover- 
ed a ſmall niche, and looking into 
it, beheld the keys, which were 
accuſtomed to be depoſited there 
for 


* 
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for the convenience of the, porter. 
She inſtantly communicated the im- 
portant diſcovery to Edward, who 
ſnatching them down, applied them 
to the locks, and ſoftly opening the 
convent gate, led his charge without 
the walls. He then once more turned 
the keys, and hid them under a ſtone, 
that, in caſe of an alarm, the monks 
might not be able to make an im- 
mediate purſuit. 


1 
yz 


Tur agitation of the lady du- 
ring theſe critical moments was ex- 
treme; the fear of being diſcovered 
xr they could effect. a retreat, 
and being again immured in the 
dreadful dungeon ſhe had left ſhook 
her with alarm; and the idea of 

| the 
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the danger to which young de Vil- 
lars would be expoſed, in caſe of 
a ſurpriſe, (whoſe figure and man- 
ners had already made the moſt 
pleaſing impreſſions on her mind,) 
added to the generous girl's diſtreſs. 
Edward, however, as ſoon as he had 
relocked the gate, endeavoured to 
diſſipate her alarm, with every aſ- 
ſurance of ſafety and protection. 'The 
baron's manſon, he obſerved, was 
but at a ſmall diſtance from the 
abbey; thither he would lead her in 
a ſhort time, and preſent her to 
thoſe who ſhould make her future 
happineſs their care.“ But let me 
intreat you,” ſaid he © fair ſufferer, 
to indulge me with a detail of the 
circumſtances that placed you in the 
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terrible abode from which I have 
had the happineſs to deliver you. 
What obdurate villany, what mon- 
ſterous cruelty, could e'er treat ſuch 
excellence ſo undeſervedly?” “ Par- 
don me, gallant youth,” returned 
the lady, if I do not now com- 
ply with your requeſt. —My ſtory is 
long, and melancholy; nor do I find 
myſelf equal, in the preſent tumult 
of my ſpirits, to relate its mourn- 
ful particulars. -On the morrow I 
will willingly unfold it; when the 
baron, your father, who I full well 
know will be intereſted in the nar- 
rative, may have an opportunity of 


hearing it.“ 


EvpwarD, of courſe, immediately 
waved 
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waved his wiſh; and turning the 
diſcourſe to indifferent ſubjects, a- 
greeably whiled away the time till 
he brought his charge to the caſtle 
of de Villars—On his arrival, he 
called up the domeſtics, and having 
deſired Beatrice to awaken her miſ- 
treſs, had ſoon an opportunity of 
recommending the fair ſtranger to 
Eleanor. He then bad them both 
adieu, and retired to his chamber, 
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CHAP. XIII. 


Tur occurrences of the night oc- 
cupied entirely the mind of Edward, 
and effectually prevented him from 
taking repoſe.— Hopes and fears al- 
ternately aroſe in his boſom, with 
reſpect to the lady whom he had 
delivered from the abbey; and on 
whom he now found his future hap- 
pineſs muſt depend. Agitated with 
theſe emotions he quitted his pillow 
early in the morning, and went to 
the chamber of the baron, to ac-. 
quaint him with the events which 


had happened. 
N Dr 
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Ds Villars, full of the reſolution 
to retire immediately to the conti- 
nent, and anxious for the return of 
his ſon, was already riſen. He felr 
therefore greatly relieved, when he 
ſaw him approach with a counte- 
nance that beſpoke ſucceſs and ſatis- 
faction. The detail which he gave 
the baron, filled him with aſtoniſh- 
ment; nor was Edward leſs ſur- 
priſed, when he underſtood the dar- 
ing attempt that had been made on 
the honor of his family by fir Hilde- 
brand Warren, and the conſequent 
determination of de Villars to depart 


that night from England. ——For a 
moment he entertained the raſh idea 
of inſtantly ſeeking the caſtle of the 
knight, and challenging him to fingle 

G 3 combat, 
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combat, that he might puniſh his 
reiterated inſults. The baron, how- 
ever, ſoon pointed out the danger- 


ous folly of this plan; and aſſured 
him that a temporary abſence at 
leaſt from their preſent ſituation, 


| would be the moſt certain means of 
future ſafety and quiet. Edward 

"bowed an aſſent to his father's opi- 
nions, and accompanied him to the 
breakfaſting room. 


_ IT was late before Eleanor and 
her fair charge appeared. The door 
at length opened, and the ſtranger 
entered covered with a veil that con- 
cealed her whole face. De Villars 


roſe to receive her, to offer his pro- 
tection, and the hoſpitality of his 
; caſtle, 
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caſtle. ' As he approached her, the 
lady threw back her veil, and falling 
on her knee, burſt into tears; © ſave 
me, ſave me, de Villars,”” cried ſhe, 
from the machinations of fir Hilde- 
brand Warren, that enemy of my 
peace. Already has your generous 
daughter acquainted me with his 
baſe conduct towards her, and your 
reſolution of immediately retiring 
beyond the reach of his infernal 
malice.—Oh ! ſuffer then an unpro- 
tected ſuppliant to be the companion 
of your flight, nor leave the unfortu- 
nate Agnes Warren to the mercileſs 
fury of her unnatural couſin.”” 


«(FRACIOUsS heaven!“ exclaimed 


the baron, © art thou the daughter 
of 
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of my much-regretted friend the 
good fir Raymond? Yes—full well 
I trace. his ſoftned likeneſs in that 
face, which beams with all his gen- 
erous virtues. But riſe fair maid, 
and reſt aſſured that while de Vil- 
lars breathes, Agnes Warren ſhall 
not want a father.— Pardon, however, 
my curioſity, if I requeſt to know 
by what ſtrange events I have the 
pleaſure of ſeeing the daughter of 
my friend, after rumour had announ- 
ced her death upwards of two years 
ago? The report which notified your 
father's deceaſe, added, that you fel! 
a ſacrifice at the ſame time to the 
ſame malignant complaint.” 


« Aras,” replied Agnes, with a 
þ deep 
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deep ſigh, © the public ear was cheat- 
ed with a perfidious lie fabricated 
by the unnatural fir Hildebrand. — 
Would to God my honored parent had 
fallen a victim to the ſtroke of quick 
diſorder ; he had not then experienced 
theſe bitter pains which a tedious 
lingering, and horrible diſſolution 
by famine, muſt produce. Great 
God! how do I live to tell the fear- 
ful tale? to ſay theſe eyes beheld 
my parent pale, wan, emaciated, ſtar- 
ving ; myſelf without the ability to 


* 


Even now 


afford him ſuſtenance. 
his laſt ſad look is preſent to my 
mind; his laſt, weak ſigh, ſtill vi- 
brates on my ear. And thou too 
Raymond, my friend, my brother, 


my protector; long e'er this, has 
the 
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the remorſeleſs uſurper of your 


rights, compleated his vengeance with 
thy blood!“ 


A TORRENT of tears fell from Ag- 
nes on this retroſpect of her diſtreſ- 
ſes; ſhe continued filent for a few 


moments, and then proceeded. 


But pardon, my lord, this tribute 


to affection. I have promiſed to 
the generous youth who reſcued me 
from confinement, that I would re- 
late the circumſtances of my ſtory. 
Should your lordſhip feel inclined to 
hear a tale of wretchedneſs, I will 
endeavour to perform the ungrate- 
ful taſk.” The baron, his ſon, and 
daughter, whoſe curioſity was equal- 
ly, excited, all preſſed their gueſt to 

begin 
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begin, which ſhe did in the follow- 


ing manner. 


« My father, you may recolle&, 
baron, retired from court to his 
caſtle in Hampſhire ſeveral years 
ſince, on the deceaſe of his lady, 
my mother, whoſe loſs he never 
ceaſed to deplore.—Thither he car- 
ried me, and his nephew Hilde- 
brand, (the only remaining ſon of 
an elder brother) to whom he en- 
truſted the chicf management of his 
extenſive property, being himſelf un- 
equal to the tranſaction of buſineſs, 
from the violence of his grief. 1, 
at that time, was ſcarcely ten years 
old, my brother Raymond, (the el- 


der by eight or nine years) had, a 
ſhort 
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ſhort time before our removal, been 
ſent for to the continent, by Guy 
earl of Flanders (a prince diſtantly 
allied to my deceaſed mother) who 
had engaged to take "_ of his 
ſuture fortunes. 


« As my father indulged very much 
in ſolitary ſorrow, it neceſſarily hap- 
pened that Hildebrand and myſelf 
were frequently together. I had, 
however, early taken a diſlike to 


him, and, young as I was, had ſa- 
gacity to perceive his Character diſ- 
played a contemptible combination 
of villany and hypocriſy, which fil- 
led me with diſguſt and contempt; 
nor could all his endeavours to con- 
ciliate my eſteem, ever inſpire me 
with a ſentiment in his favor. 
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As I grew up his attentions 
to me redoubled, and, not ſuſpect- 
ing that he was actuated by intereſt- 
ed motives, I thought common gra- 
titude demanded a return of civili- 
ty at leaſt on my part. I there- 
fore relaxed, in ſome meaſure, the 
reſerve and diſtance I had hitherto 
obſerved towards him, and behaved 
with more openneſs and freedom 
than-uſual.—It was not long, how- 
ever, before I had reaſon to regret 
this alteration in my conduct. What 
I intended as mere expreſſions of 
friendly politeneſs, Hildebrand miſ- 
conſtrued into tokens of regard; and 
actually began to fancy I was deep- 
ly enamoured of him.-—This miſ- 
taken conviction of his ſoon pro- 
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duced a. confidence in his manner 
But 
my indignation was raiſed to the 
higheſt pitch, by his at length de- 
claring in the moſt unequivocal terms, 


that diſguſted me extremely. 


that he had long perceived the par- 
tiality with which I had honored 
him; that he felt a reciprocal ate 
tachment; was ready to blend his 
fortune with mine, whenever I would 
permit him to poſſeſs my hand. 


His effrontry and conceit filled 
me with aſtoniſhment, and prevent- 
ed my replying for ſome moments.— 
Indeed, notwithſtanding the know- 
ledge I had of his character, it had 
never once occurred to me, that he 


could ever entertain the abſurd idea 
of 
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of a matrimonial alliance | taking 
I had juſt at- 
tained my ſixteenth year; he was 


place between us. 


nearly forty.—Our conſanguinity too 
precluded all poſſibility of marriage; 
and as he depended entirely on the 
bounty of my father, he had not 
the means of procuring a ſeparate 
eſtabliſhment. | 


As ſoon as I recovered my ſur- 
priſe, © couſin,” ſaid I, © your inju- 
rious notions with regard to myſelf, 
and your ingratitude towards fir 
Raymond, render you at once both 
contemptible and hateful tv me.— 
You have abuſed my frankneſs, and 
his generoſity.—It is time, however, 
he ſhould be informed that he has 

H2 nouriſhed 
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nouriſhed a viper in his boſom, who 
repays the kindneſs by an attempt 
to wound him in the tendereſt 
part.” I waited not for any reply 
from Hildebrand, who, I obſerved, 
was very much agitated by what 
J had ſaid, but inſtantly went to 
my father's apartment, determined 


to inform him of all that had 
paſſed. | 


SR Raymond liſtened to my ac- 
count with very great diſpleaſure 
and aſtoniſhment, and immediately 
ordered his nephew to attend him. 
They continued ſhut up together 
for ſome time; at length a domeſtic 
came to acquaint me, my preſence 
vas deſired in the hall. —I went thither 
and 
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and found both my couſin and fa- 
ther; the one with a countenance 
of much humiliation; the other ap- 
parently leſs diſturbed than when 1 
left him. oy 


«I nave ſent for you my child,” 
ſaid fir Raymond, © that you may 
receive the apologies of Hildebrand 
for the inſulting propoſals he had 
the audacity to make to you, —His 
injury to myſelf I have forgiven, in 
conſideration of the affection I en- 
tertained for his father, and his ſo- 
lemn promiſe of never repeating it 
again.— Whether, however, You can 
pardon his inſolence, muſt entirely 
be left to yourſelf, the perſon prin- 
Cipally concerned. —If you feel ſa- 
H 3 tisfied 
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tisfied with his aſſurances of future 
reſpect and propriety of conduct, I 
ſhall again conſider him as a mem- 
ber of our family; if not, it will 
be neceſſary for him to depart im- 
mediately from Netley caſtle.” 


. © Tao? I ſhould gladly have heard 
Hildebrand's diſmiſſion pronounced 
by my father, for he had become now 
doubly obnoxious to me, yet when 
I found his fate depended on my- 
ſelf, my heart ſunk at the idea of a 
relation and fellow-creature being 
doomed to poverty and perhaps 
wretchedneſs by the ſentence of my 
own mouth. 


I therefore replied 
without heſitation, that as I doubt- 
ed not the ſincerity of my couſin's 


promiſes; 
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promiſes ; I was willing alſo to for- 
get what had paſſed, and to receive 
him on the ſame terms of friendſhip 
as before. Hildebrand returned me 
the moſt ſervile thanks for my lenity 
and condeſcenſion; and mingled them 
with many hypocritical tears, which, 
tho* they ſerved to deceive my father 
into an opinion of his ſorrow for the 
offence he had been guilty of, were 
to me only confirming proofs of his 
baſe, mean, and degenerate ſoul. 


Tu behaviour of my couſin, 
from this period, was entirely chan- 
ged; to me he conducted himſelf, 
with the moſt reſpectful attention ; 
to my father with the moſt aſſidu- 
ous regard, _— My mind I confeſs, 

often 
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often miſgave me; I diſtruſted his 
ſincerity, and feared this ſpecious out- 
ſide, only covered ſome evil and 
intereſted, deſigns. —Little, however, 
did I dream ſuch enormous wicked- 
neſs lay concealed beneath 1t.—— 
Sir Raymond, on the other hand, 
greatly pleaſed with what appeared in 
Hildebrand to be the reſult of a 
proper reflection on his folly, in- 
creaſed his confidence in him, and, 
being himſelf averſe to action from 
infirmity and habitual ſorrow, com- 
mitted to him the unlimited direc- 
tion of his affairs. But oh! how 
fatally did he abuſe his truſt! 


* In a ſhort time, under pretence 
of having diſcovered a combination 
: amongſt 
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amongſt the domeſtics to defraud 
their maſter, Hildebrand, by one 
ſtroke of power, gave them a ge- 
neral diſmiſſion. My own confi- 
dential maid was amongſt this de- 
voted number, and Gilbert Nowil 
the faithful ſteward of the family.— 
Shocked and alarmed at this ſtep, 
I ventured to remonſtrate with my 
couſin on the ſubject; but could 
not avert his purpoſe.—He told me 
the proofs of their guilt were in- 
conteſtible, that ſir Raymond was 
convinced of it, and had ordered 
them to be diſmiſſed his ſervice. 


« TT was not without tears that 1 


parted with truſty Frances, and the 
The faithful 
creatures 


venerable Gilbert. 


„ 
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creatures were equally affected at 
our ſeparation; my maid hung round 
me in an agony of grief; and the 
ſteward reſpectfully preſſing my hand, 
gave me his bleſſing, and added, 

-Prophetically; © lady, take heed to 
_ yourſelf; dangers ſurround you; 
beware of fir Raymond's nephew— 
and God grant that my young lord 
may ſpeedily return to England to 
prevent thoſe evils to you and your 
father, which my mind tells me are 
approaching.” Saying this, he left 
me, the tears chacing each other 
down his furrowed checks. 


ce TRE places of theſe domeſtics 
were immediately ſupplied by Hil- 
debrand, who introduced a train of 
ill- 
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ill-looking ruffians in their room. 


If their countenances ſhocked me, 1 
was ſtill more diſturbed, when I 


obſerved from their manners, that 


they were void of all humanity and 


good breeding. It was to my cou- 


ſin alone they ſeemed to pay any 
reſpect; nor did it eſcape me that 
they appeared to have been very 


well acquainted with him before they 
became the domeſtics of Netley caſtle. 


Without knowing exactly what to 


fear, I began to be filled with a- 
larm; and gloomy forebodings of 


impending evils agitated my ſoul. — 
My father, a prey to grief that 


ſeemed rather to encreaſe than di- 
miniſh, ſhut himſelf up as much as 


poſſible from human converſe; ſo 


that 
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that I had no opportunity of dif. 
cloſing any obſervations and alarms 


to him. A long time alſo had e- 


lapſed without any tidings from my 
brother.—I doubted not that he had 
fallen in battle, an apprehenſion 
which Hildebrand took great pains 


to ſtengthen. Thus I found myſelf 


without a friend or protector as it 
were, and ſurrounded by people, 


whom I could not ceaſe to look up- 


on with deteſtation and diſmay. 


t WaritsT I remained in this 
unpleaſant - predicament, Hildebrand 
pretended to have diſcovered very | 
improper practices amongſt the in- 
habitants of Netley Abbey; a mo- 


naſtery you know my lord, under 
the 
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the protection of my father. Oſwald 


the abbot, he ſaid, had ſuffered many 


dilapidations in the buildings, and 


numberleſs relaxations amongſt the 


monks; he therefore deſired that 


ſir Raymond would authoriſe him, 
to diſmiſs them, and fill the abbey 
with leſs exceptionable tenants. His 


ſtory was implicitly believed, and 


the neceſſary power delegated to him; 
by an exertion of which he immedi- 
ately removed Oſwald and his in- 


offenſive ſociety from Netley, and 


brought thither the preſent infamous 
abbot, father Peter, and twelve monks 
of a ſimilar character. At the ſame 
time he employed a number of work- 
men within the walls of the build. 
ing, to make as he aſſerted, the ne- 

AY ceſſary 
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ceſſary reparations; though, in fac, 


they were buſied in Preparing thoſe 


ſubterraneous abodes, which were deſ.- 


tined to be the ſcene of torture to 


my wretched parent and myſelf. 


IN proportion as Hildebrand's 
influence with fir Raymond increa- 
ſed, his diſtance and reſpect towards 
myſelf diminiſhed; and he would, 
at times, throw out hints on the ſub- 
ject which had beſore given me ſuch 
great offence. Tho? I now felt my- 


ſelf more in the power of the wretch 
chan 1 was when he had inſulted 


me with his former propoſals, yet 
I could not brook a repetition of 


9 them.—I therefore gave him to un- 
derſtand, that ſhould he dare to re- 


ſume 
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ſume the topic any more, I would 


inſtantly inform my father of his 
breach of promiſe, and thus effec- 
tually prevent his further perſecu- 
Indeed, I had fecretly de- 


termined to adopt the plan which 


tions. 


I threatned, and only waited for a 


proper opportunity of doing it. 


Heaven, however, was pleaſed to 
ordain, doubtleſs for the wiſeſt rea- 
ſons, that my intentions ſhould be 
fruſtrated in the following manner. 


„ HAD retired early to my cham- 
ber one evening, and was muling 
in filence and - ſolitude on the un- 
pleaſantneſs, nay danger of my ſitu- 
Tired at length with diſ- 
agreeable reflections, I took up my 


ation. 


I 2 lute, 
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Jute, in order to while away the 
tedious hours, as I felt no inclina- 
tion to cloſe my eyes in ſleep. I 
had played for ſome time, when the 
ſound of a buſtle or tumult, in a 
diſtant part of the caſtle, ' caught 
my attention. diſtinctly heard 
a cry of diſtreſs, uttered (as it ap- 
peared to me) by my father, —— 
Opening the door, I liſtened at- 
tentively; but nothing now was to 
be heard, fave an indiſtinct mur- 
mur of voices that gradually died 
away.—I traverſed the paſſage, and 
called loudly to the ſervants ; no one 
however, anſwered my ſummons. 


« As I returned to my chamber, 
my eye in voluntarily fixed itſelf on 
a large 
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a large portrait of ſir Raymond, 
which hung oppoſite to the door.— 
The countenance methought was al- 
tered; the florid appearance of health 
it had heretofore worn, was changed 
to an emaciated and melancholy vi- 
vage. Trembling with apprehenſion 
I approached it; the eye appeared to 
be ſuffuſed with tears, and a deep ſigh 

ſeemed to iſſue from the canvas. — 
Unuſual terror ſeized me; I ran to- 
wards the door, and endeavoured to 


open it but all my efforts were 


vain; it was faſtened without. 


« DISTRACTED with the dread of 
I knew not what, I ſhrieked aloud, 
After a 


and fell upon the floor. 
few moments the door was opened, 


I 3 and 
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and two men entered, whoſe faces 
were covered by vizors.——*< Riſe 
lady,” ſaid the foremoſt of them, 
*it is neceſſary you ſhould go with 
us. ——Saying this he ſeiſed me 
rudely, and threw over my head a 
long veil, in which he endeavoured 
to muffle me up.— I ſtruggled vio- 
lently, and made the caſtle echo with 
my ſcreams.——* Save me O! my 
father,“ cried I, *preſerve your child 
from violation and murder. © Do 
not trouble yourſelf about the old 
gentleman,” returned the inſulting 
wretch, with an ironical ſneer, © he 
is already taken care of; and by 
this time is effectually out of hear- 


ing.“ 


« Tas: 
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„Tur horrible image of a butch- 
ered parent flaſhed inſtantly upon 


my fancy—nature was unequal to the 
ſhock. —The ſhades of death ſeemed 


to encompaſs me, and I ſunk into 


a ſtate of inſenſibility. 


CHAP, 


| 
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CHAP. XIV. 


A CONSIDERABLE time muſt 
have elapſed e' er my recollection re- 
turned, ſince, on recovering, I found 
myſelf in a ſubterraneous cell, to which 
J had been removed during the in- 
terval of ſtupifaction. A man habit- 
ed like an eccleſiaſtic, was ſtanding 
before me, holding a goblet of 
water, with which he had been en- 
deavouring to revive me. 


e Fok ſome moments, a confuſed 
idea of the events that had occurred, 
and the novelty of the ſcenearound, left 


me in doubt whether my fancy were 
not 
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not under the influence of ſome 

ill omened dream; the voice of the 

monk, however, ſoon brought me to 

a ſenſe of my real ſi tuation 

“ Lady,” ſaid he, „ rejoice that 

you have recovered the effects of 
your unreaſonable fears.——Be not 
alarmed ; happy in the regard and 

protection of my lord Hildebrand, 

you will ſoon be reconciled to the 

ſecluſion of your abode, nor wiſh to 

leave the quiet of Netley Abbey. 
Saying this he quitted the apartment, 

locked the door, and departed. 


«Tux words of horror which he 
uttered, 'even now ſeem to vibrate 
on my ear; what then muſt have 
been my ſenſations at the time when 

| they were ſpoken! The treacher- 
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ous villany of my couſin, was dif. 
played; his myſterious conduct un- 
riddled; and his diabolical inten. 
tions but too clearly manifeſted. 
T doubted not that my father had 
already been facrificed and I found 
myſelf compleatly in his power.— 
The thought was maddening.——In 


the firſt wild moments of diſpair, 
I ruſhed towards the door, and in- 
effectually ſtrove to burſt the lock.— 
I made the caverns echo with my 
cries, yet no one came to my aſ- 
ſiſtance. 


TE violence of paſſion deſtroys 
its duration; my ſtrength ſoon fail- 
ed; and I ſunk exhauſted into a chair. 
It was now that I caſt my thoughts 


\ 


towards 
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towards heaven, and ſought comfort at 
the hands of that being who alone 
can afford it in the hour of diſ- 
treſs. My mind received confidence, 
aſſurance, and ſtrength from this 
appeal to the father of his crea- 


tures.— The gloom of the cavern 


gradually died away; and a gleam 
of hope, an emanation from the 
fountain of mercy, ſhot through my 


ſoul. | 


« AT this moment, the ſound of 
footſteps caught my ear; the lock 
of the door flew back; and Hilde- 
brand entered the room. —I was now 
however prepared for the deteſtable 
viſion; and the holy ſupport of re- 
ligion enabled me to preſerve my 

calmneſs 
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calmneſs and compoſure. “ Couſin,” 
ſaid he, your aſtoniſhment, and 
alarm muſt have been excited, by 
the abrupt and forcible manner in 
which you were removed from Net- 
ley caſtle to this place. Believe me, 
however, nothing would have tempt- 
ed Hildebrand to adopt ſo harſh a 
conduct had he not been convinced 
it was the only method of ſecuring 
to himſelf the idol of his boſom. 


« Yes, fair maid, I have long loved 
you to diſtraction, and lived under 
the tortures of diſſembling a paſſion 
which abſorbed my whole foul. —— 
You remember full well Agnes, how 
I diſcloſed the emotions of my boſom 
to you; and that I was rewarded for 


my 
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my affectionate attachment by the 
ſcorn of yourſelf, and the anger of 
your father. —The haughty rebukes 
of fir Raymond, demanded from my 
injured feelings immediate vengance, 
and nothing ſecured the ſafety of 
your indignant parent, but the hope 
of making him one day the means 
of my poſſeſſing his daughter.— 
That period is now arrived ; both 
him and you are within the walls 
of Netley Abbey, and entirely at 
the diſpoſal of myſelf. The ſecu- 
rity and happineſs of both reſt with 
you, —If Agnes will liſten to the 
vows of Hildebrand, all ſhall yet 
be well; but ſhould ſhe deſpiſe his 
regard, let the fatal conſequences of 
her unmerited ſcorn be placed to 

VOL, II, K her 
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her own account. —— Three days, 
lady, will I abſent myſelf from the 
monaſtery, that you may conſider 
maturely what I have ſaid, and at 
the end of that period, I ſhall re. 
turn. to receive your determination. 
In the interim, I truſt you will re- 
concile yourſelf to theſe apartments, 
which are ſtored with every means 
of comfort and convenience. The 
adjoining room contains a couch 
for your repoſe and the lute with 
which you have ſo often ſoothed my 
filent ſorrows; and father. Peter has 
ſtrict orders to provide every ne- 
ceſſary that you may wiſh to. be 
accommodated with.“ 


„HII DBRAND waited not for my 
reply, 
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reply, but inſtantly left the room, 
taking care to ſecure the door when 
he retired. 


« You may imagine my lord, the 
ſcene I had juſt encountered, was 
not calculated to raiſe my fpirits; 
in truth it threw me into an agita- 
tion that effectually prevented any 
repoſe during the remainder of the 
night.—I employed therefore theſe 
ſleepleſs hours, in confidering what 
my couſin had faid, and determi- 
ning how I ſhould receive him at 
the expiration of the three days.— 
Sometimes I reſolved to diſſemble 
with him, and by pretending a re- 
gard which I did not feel, endea- 
vour by theſe means to gain at 

K 2 leaſt 
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leaſt a little time. But I dropped 
this idea on recollecting the ſub- 
tlety of Hildebrand, who was too 
deeply ſkilled in the arts of diſſem- 
bling himſelf, to be impoſed upon 
by the like practiſes in another. — 
Beſides, my ' ſoul revolted at the 
thought of diſſimulation; and falſe- 
hood, in every ſhape I had been taught 
from my earlieſt youth to deteſt, 
For myſelf, indeed, I had now cea- 
ſed to be greatly alarmed, becauſe, 
I hoped, that my hardeſt trial would 
be a confinement for life; but the 
thought of my dear parent, whoſe 
ſituation and fate I was ignorant of, 
filled me with pain and apprehen- 
ſion.—I was, however, without the 


means of ſatisfying my curioſity or 


doing 
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doing away my fears on this ſub- 
ject; earneſt petitions to heaven were 
all I could offer for his protection, 
and my own conſolation. 


*«Dvurinc theſe three days of Hil- 
debrand's abſence, I repeatedly en- 
deavoured to gain ſome imformation 
reſpecting ſir Raymond, from father 
Peter, my only attendant; but he 
preſerved an obſtinate filence on 
this topic, and was only eloquent 
in the praiſes of my couſin, which 
he perpetually ſounded in my ears. 


«Tnx fourth day at length arri- 
ved, and in the evening, Hildebrand 
entered my apartment. He appear- 
ed to be ſomewhat gayer than uſual, 

Kk 3 (which 
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(which I ſoon perceived proceeded 
from intoxication,) and approaching | 
me with a libertine and. confident 
air, he ſeized my hand. Well my 
fair couſin,” cried he, “ ſhall Hilde- 
brand be happy? Will Agnes, de- 
ſpiſing the abſurd prejudices of 
that fancied good which muſty grey- 
beards have denominated virtue, con- 
ſent to bleſs the arms of her faith- 
ful and adoring ſlave ?—Speak deli- 
cious angel; or let me interpret 
the beautiful ſuffuſion that glows 
upon your cheek, as the ſilent aſſent 
of baſhful modeſty. 


« ALL the ſpirit of my father 
animated my boſom at this inſuffer- 
able inſult, —I forgot that I was un- 

protected 
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protected and alone, but ſtarting up, 
and ſpurning Hildebrand from me, 
(for he had fallen on one knee at 
my feet,) I exclaimed; © Perfidious 
monſter, avaunt! and know to thy 
confuſion, that my ſoul both loaths 
and defpiſes thee. —Dofſt thou think 
that Agnes Warren can feel one 
ſentiment of regard for a wretch, 
baſe, remorſeleſs, and unnatural like 
thyſelf? No, ſooner would I periſh, 
than give thee reaſon for a moment to 
entertain a thought ſo derogatory to 
my dignity and virtue | 


** SURPRISE prevented Hildebrand's 
immediate reply; his brow, how- 
ever, contracted into a frown, and 
his eyes gleamed with fury.—lrt is 

cnough 
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enough, ſaid he, at length in the 
voice of a demon, © thy words have 
fixed my wavering reſolution, —But 
my vengance ſhall be compleat.— 
Proud, inſulting girl, both fir Ray- 
mond and yourſelf ſhall fully expi- 
ate the affronts caſt on Hildebrand. 
That fooliſh affection which I once 
entertained for thee I from hence- 
forth diſcard; but revenge will 
find thee a pleaſing object to fate 
itſelf upon.” With this dreadful 
threat he departed; leaving me to 
reflect on words that but too well 
diſcloſed the plans of horror with 
which his imagination teemed. 


« UpwarDs of a fortnight elapſed, 


without another viſit from my cou- 
fin ; 
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ſin; I gradually reſumed my tran- 
quillity, and began to flatter myſelf 
he might have reflected on the in- 
juſtice of his conduct, or at leaſt 
have laid aſide all his ſanguinary . 
purpoſes. Vain ſuppoſition! Oh! 
that I had never lived to be unde- 


cei ved! 


ON evening, father Peter, as 
uſual, had brought me ſome refreſh- 
ment.—When he retired, I obſerved 
the door of the apartment did not 
return its uſual terrifying ſound on 
being ſhut. As ſoon, therefore, as 
he was compleatly out of hearing, 
I approached it, and, on examina- 
tion, found that it remained open.— 
1 looked into the paſſage; liſtened 

attentively ; 


106 NETLEY ABBEY:: 

attentively; and hearing no noiſe, 

took the taper, and reſolved to at. 
tempt regaining my liberty. 


„ TURNED into a narrow paſſage 
which preſented itſelf on my left 
hand. —It was long and dark. My 
heart palpitated, as I entered it, and 
a certain fearful foreboding of evil, 
almoſt deterred me from proceeding. 
Leaning, however, againſt the wall 
for a few moments, and recom- 
mending myſelf to the protection of 
the Almighty, my reſolution return- 
ed.—I now obſerved a door grated 
with iron; -as I approached it, a 
deep and hollow grown reached my 
ear.— Again J heſitated ; but fate im- 
pelled me forward.—A few inarti- 

: culate 
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culate words uttered in a feeble tone, 
iſſued from the cell. My heart in 
a moment vibrated to the ſound, 
and acknowledged the well known 
I 


ſprang ta the grating; but merciful 


accents of my father's voice. 


god! what language can deſcribe the 
accumulated horrors that ſeized my 
ſoul, when I beheld by the reflec- 
tion of the taper, my much loved pa- 
rent, ſtretched on the damp pave- 
ment of a noiſome dungeon, pale, 
emaciated, and expiring !——The 
ſhriek of diſtraction which I utter=- 
ed on beholding this terrible viſion, 
rekindled in him for a moment 
the dying embers of departing ex- 
iſtence, and called back his fleeting, 
ſenſes, He raiſed his dim eye to 

the 
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the grating; Oh! cried he,” in 
heart-piercing accents, © will ye not 
in pity ſpare me one ſmall morſe! 
of bread to quell the pain of hunger; 
one drop of water to quench this 
raging thirſt?—Cruel Hildebrand, let 
mercy find its way, for once, into 
thy boſom; plunge thy dagger to my 
heart, and ſave me from the agonies 


of lingering torment.“ 


TAE torture of my ſoul on hearing 
theſe words, prevented an immedi- 
ate reply; the taper in the mean 
time threw a gleam of light on my 
face, and ſir Raymoud for a moment, 
knew his child,—<* Agnes! my dar- 


ling, my beloved,” exclaimed he, 
«© art thou then ftill in being? 
Haſt 
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Haſt thou eſcaped the bloody fangs 
of thy unnatural couſin ?—Gracious 
father of the wretched, I thank thee 
for this unexpected bleſſing! this 
But 


alas! what avails the mournful meet- 


ſweetner of my bitter cup! 


ing The ſhades of death encom- 
paſs me, and a few moments muſt 
number thy parent with the depart- 
ed.—Seven days have now elapſed 
ſince my parched mouth has known 
the taſte of aliment or drink. —Hil- 
debrand, the ſerpent which I nour- 
iſhed in my boſom, with more than 
ſavage cruelty, has thus revenged the 
rebukes he received on thy account, 
and which he never could forget.— 
Oh! my darling, would I could breath 
my laſt expiring ſign upon thy bo- 

VOL, IT, L form — 
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ſom—but theſe poor feeble limbs re- 
fuſe their office. —Farewel then my 
child, farewel forever! 


—may the 
Almighty guardian of i innocence pre- 
ſerve thee from the fury of thy couſin, 
and lead thee to ſafety and to peace. 
And if it permit thee ever to behold 
my gallant Raymond again, give him 
the parting PE of his murdered 
father.” 


« I nave a confuſed recollection 
of the deep and lengthened groan that 
put a period to my parent's pangs, 
but my ſenſes could not long ſup- 
port the tumult of my ſoul. —My 
heart was burſting; my brain was 
fired. —Diſtraction at length produced 
a temporary oblivion of the horrors 
of my ſituation, 
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*I xNow not how long I con- 
tinued in a ſtate of phrenzy; but 
I apprehend many weeks muſt have 
elapſed before I recovered my reaſon 
perfectly.— I then found that I had 
ſtruggled through a dreadful delirious 
fever, which youth alone, and a good 
conſtitution enabled me to overcome. 
— This diſorder left me reduced and 
emaciated, but at the ſame time com- 
poſed and reſigned. Ir had blunted 
the poignancy of affliction; and tho' 
it had not removed my woes, it en- 
abled me to bear them with pious 
fortitude: 


« In the mean time I continued 
to be ſupplied with every neceſſary 
by father Peter, whoſe attentions were 

L 2 conſtant 
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conſtant and regular. He obſerved, 
however, an obſtinate ſilence with 
regard to the horrible ſcene which 
had occaſioned my illneſs; and 1 
could ſcarcely get him to exchange 
a word 'with me on any ſubject, I 
was, notwithſtanding, fatisfied with 
this gloomy taciturnity, ſo long as 
the hateful Hildebrand forebore to 
torture me with his preſence. It 
was indeed, a matter of ſurpriſe to me 
that 1 had not ſeen him ſince my in- 
diſpoſition; tho” I afterwards learned 
his abſence was occaſioned by a viſit 
which he made at that time to the 
young king, with whom he had been 
formerly very intimate. But my 
quiet was of no long duration; fur- 
ther and greater trials were prepar- 
ing for me. „ON 
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e ONE morning the abbot came 
in at his uſual hour, with provi- 
ſion for the day; © lady,” faid 
he, * fir Hildebrand Warren has or- 
dered me to notify to you, that he 
this evening intends to viſit the 
miſtreſs of his affections.” My ſoul 
was chilled at the information, and 
the approach of night filled me 
with unutterable horror. I con- 
tinued in dreadful expectation till 
nearly twelve o'clock when the fall 
the of trap-door, which was clo- 
ſed with great violence, announced 
the coming of the murderer of 
I heard his hateful 
ſtep along the ecchoing paſlage ; 
a moment after the door of my pri- 

L 3 ſon 


my fother. 
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ſon flew open, and Hildebrand en- 
tered. 


* A coNnFLICT of contending paſ- 
ſions kept me filent, and I could 
only look horror and deteſtation. The 
monſter, however, approached me 
confidently, his eyes gleaming with de- 
termined villany. Seizing my hand 
with a force which I could not reſiſt, he 
exclaimed, -* Behold me not Agnes, 
thus indignantly; nor oblige me to 
adopt thoſe meaſures which I would 
willingly avoid. —I am come hither 
once more to offer thee the hand of 
ſir Hildebrand Warren. If thou art 
wiſe, and doſt liſten to my vows, I 
will ſtrait conduct thee to liberty and 
ſplendor ;- Netley caſtle ſhall again 
receive 
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receive thee, and of that and its 
maſter thou ſhalt have ſole com- 


mand.“ 


© INHUMAN Villain! returned I, 
murderer of my parent, and bafe 
uſurper of my brother's rights, how 
dareſt thou to approach the daugh- 
ter of the good fir Raymond, whoſe 
only fault was. taking ſuch a viper 
as thee to his boſom?—No—rather 
would I paſs the gates of death, than 
ever think of thee but with hate, 
contempt, and horror.” 


« SIMPLE girl,“ cried Hildebrand 
with the countenance of a fiend, 
how I ſmile at thy indignation, 
which only ſerves to lighten up thy 
beauties, 
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beauties, and make thee more at. 
tractive in my eye.—I would wil. 
lingly have made thee partner of my 
fortunes ; but ſince thou haſt thought 
fit to ſcorn my favor, know that Hil- 
debrand will poſſeſs by force, what 
he has petitioned for in vain.”* Say- 
ing this, he caught me in his arms. 
VUnutterable anguiſh pierced my bo- 
ſom ; I ſhrieked aloud, but there was 
none to hear me; I ſtruggled to free 
myſelf from his graſp, but all my 
ſtruggles were in vain. Breathleſs 
and exhauſted I raiſed my ſtreaming 
eyes to heaven, —< Spirit of my fa- 
ther, cried I, © preferve thy child 
from pollution.” Nor did provi- 
dence diſregard my petition. A ſud- 
den blaſt of wind that ſhook the 
building 
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building, ruſhed along the paſſage; 
and a hollow groan ecchoed through 
the vaults. The countenance of Hil- 
debrand became pale with terror; he 
ſtarted and retreated from me ſeveral 
ſteps. 


“I was myſelf aſtoniſhed at the 
ſounds ; but the idea of availing my- 
ſelf of his amazement, was the firſt 
which aroſe in my mind.-— Wrecch- 
ed. man,” ſaid I, © mark how the 
hand of heaven has interpoſed to 
protect my injured innocence. —Ceaſe 
then to tempt its lingering ven- 
geance ; but haſten from theſe ſub- 
terranean abodes, which thou haſt 
already ſtained with murder, leſt they 
ſhould. alſo become the ſcene of thy 
deſerved 
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deſerved and terrible puniſhment.” 
For a moment he continued filent, 
but at length fiercely replyed—* No, 
inſolent girl, think not I will be 
diſappointed of my revenge.—Away 
all idle fears, all ſuperſtitious terrors ; 
though hell itſelf ſhould gape before 
me, I ſtill would execute my medi- 
tated purpoſe.” e 


« Map with rage he again approach- 
ed me, and deſpair again ſhook my 
feeble frame. But Omnipotence was 
my ſuccour. The blaſt once more 
roared with tenfold violence ; the ca- 
verns trembled to their foundations; 
the maſſive door of the cell was burſt 
open ; and the awful ſhade of my 
father, clad in compleat armour, ap- 
peared. « THE 
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« Tus viſion was but moment- 
ary, for ere I could addreſs the,well- 
known form, it had vaniſhed into 
air—but the benevolent purpoſes of 
heaven were fully anſwered. Horror 
and diſtraction overſpread the livid 
countenance of my couſin ; he utter- 
ed ſome incoherent words, and ſunk 
upon the ground. 


« Tk uncommon noiſes which 
had been heard, alarmed, in the mean 
time, the flumbering ecleſiaſtics, and 
father Peter with two or three of the 
brethren, ruſhed into my apartment. 
— Their aſtoniſhment may be eaſily 
imagined, when they beheld the ſitua- 
tion of Hildebrand, who appeared 
entirely void of ſenſe or motion.— 

Conſulting 
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Conſulting together a moment, how- 
ever, on the proper ſteps to be taken 
for his recovery, they agreed it would 
be better to remove him into the air, 
and accordingly departed from the 
room, and left me to my medita- 
tions; the abbot having firſt taken 
care to ſecure the door. 


« A variety of emotions agitated 
my ſoul. —I bent my grateful knee 
to that beneficent Being, who by an 
unexpected exertion of kindneſs, had 
thus reſcued me from the horrors of 
deſpair. My boſom received confi- 
dence and comfort in the idea of 
my being under the protection of 
the father of mercy; and a deep de- 
ſire to be accounted worthy of this 


favor ſettled in my heart. 
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_ « Tavs ſupported by the conſola- 
tions of religion, my fears and tu- 
mults ſubſided; and tho' I could 
not but wiſh for deliverance from 
the gloomy regions to which I was 
| confined, yet I did not ſuffer myſelf 
to be unhappy becauſe no immedi- 
ate proſpect of relief appeared. —What 
I chiefly dreaded was the preſence 
of my deteſtable couſin ; but from 
this trial I was unaccountably pre- 


ſerved, ſince weeks and months 

elapſed without his viſiting my pri- 
ſon. For ſome time I imagined he 
had never recovered from the ſtate 
of inſenſibility into which the ſu- 
pernatural viſion had thrown him; 
but father Peter did not ſuffer me 
to continue long in this error, 


. N fſince 
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ſince he aſſured me ſir Hildebrand 

was ſtill alive, and had received a 
confirmation from the crown of all 
my father's honors and demeſnes, 
in-conſequence of certain intelligence 
having been received of my bro- 
ther's aſſaſſination on the continent. 


« Tuts news, as may be ſuppo- 
ſed, ſunk deeply into my heart; I 
now ſaw myſelf deprived of every 
earthly ſtay; heaven was my only 
hope, thither alone could I look for 
comfort and for peace. —Still how- 
ever, the days rolled on, and fir Hil- 
debrand did not appear ; nor indeed 
has he ever diſtreſſed me with his 
preſence, ſince the night I have juſt 


deſcribed ; a circumſtance which 1 
can 
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can- only account for on the ſuppo- 
fition, that his guilty conſcience 
was too much terrified to allow him 
to viſit thoſe abodes again, which 
had been the ſcene of his cruelties, 
and where his terrors had been ſo 
much excited. 


e Bur I fear, my lord, my ſtory 
becomes tedious; allow me then to 
bring it to a concluſion. A few 
evenings ſince, finding myſelf rather 
indiſpoſed, I retired to my couch 
for repoſe. When I awoke, and re- 
turned into - the outer chamber, I 
perceived the door was, by acci- 
dent, left open.—I proceeded imme- 
diately into the narrow paſſage, and 
aſcended a flight of ſteps that 

M 2 caught 
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caught my eye.—Theſe I had paſ- 
fed, and had penetrated to the cloiſ- 
ters, when a monk diſcovered me 
by the reflection of the moon on 
my white dreſs, -He alarmed the 
convent, and two of the brethren 
immediately ſeized, and rudely for- 
ced me again down the ſtairs. Twice, 
however, I ſcreamed with all my 
ſtrength, in the hope that theſe cries 
of diſtreſs might excite the attention 
and curioſity of ſome way-faring 
traveller, Nor was my hope un- 
founded; your ſon my lord, (as he 
informed me) heard the ſhricks, 
which firſt raiſed his ſuſpicion, and 
led to the inquiry, that has termi- 
nated in his delivering the unfor- 
tunate Agnes Warren from Netley 


Abbey. 
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t Sven baron is the melancholy 
ſtory of a friendleſs orphan, deprived 
in early youth, of all that ſhe held 
dear; robbed by perfidious cruelty 
of thoſe who ſhould have been her 
guides and guardians thro” life. 
But thanks be to heaven, which in 
its kindneſs has thus unexpectedly 
thrown- me under the protection of 
the baron de Villars, whoſe honor 
and generoſity are ſufficient ſecuri- 
ties to me, that he will ſupply the 


place of father and of brother.“ 


_—y = Doc 2 
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CHAP. XV. 


De Villars and his children were 
deeply affected at the melancholy 
tale of Agnes Warren. The baron 
heard with horror and aſtoniſhment 
the inhuman perfidy of Hildebrand 
towards his old and valued friend; 
Eleanor ſympathiſed with the fair 
ſufferer in each ſituation of her 
alarm and diſtreſs; whilſt Edward's 
boſom experienced a rapid ſucceſ- 
ſion of emotions according to the 


va various circumſtances of the ſtory. 


Taz impreſſions which the daugh- 


ter of fir Raymond had before made 
on 
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on him, were comfirmed and exal- 
ted.— His heart whiſpered to him 
he could only hope for happineſs 
from her; but doubts and anxieties 


perplexed him. 


Tux diffidence that generally ac- 
companies intellectual worth, pre- 
vented him from entertaining the 
idea of his having already made any 
particular progreſs in her favor; 
and even could he have perſuaded 
himſelf that he poſſeſſed her good 
opinion, yet the broken fortunes of 
his family would have cruſhed every 
hope of binding her to him by the 
ties of marriage, ; 


« Wuar,““ ſaid he to himſelf, 
« ſhall 
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« ſhall a ruined, and forlorn fugi- 
tive from his country, without friends 
without poſſeſſions, lift his thoughts 
to Agnes Warren, and baſely en- 
deavour to involve in ruin and diſ- 
treſs ſuch excellence as her's?—No, 
periſh the thought; Edward de Vil- 
lars ſhall never be diſhonorable.— 
Rather let all his ſelfiſh hopes be 
extinguiſhed forever, than the boſom 
of unſuſpecting innocence be pier- 
ced with one pang on his account.“ 


WuII᷑ theſe reflections were paſ- 
ſing in the mind of Edward, his 
father and ſiſter had mingled their 
tears with theſe of Agnes, and ſoothed 
her ſorrows by participating them. 
«*« But come, ſaid the baron, let us 
| not 
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not ſink into deſpondency, and looſe 
the precious moments in unavailing 
woe, but look to brighter ſcenes, 
and happier days.—Heaven, Agnes, 
will ſtill reward your piety and ſuf- 
ferings; and the unnatural diſturber 
of your peace ſhall ſhortly meet 
the juſt reward of his complicated 
villany.—In the mean time, behold 
in me your father and your friend; 
ſuch protection as my ſhattered ſtate 
affords, ſhall never be refuſed to 
the daughter of fir Raymond War- 


ren.“ 


Du Villars had ſcarcely finiſhed 
his ſpeech, when Robert came into 
room to acquaint his lord, that the 


Knight, who had reſcued the lady 
Eleanor, 
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Eleanor, was at the gate of the caſtle; 
and deſired admittance. Run quick- 
ly,” faid the baron, © and open our 
dcors to the deliverer of my child. 
— Heaven! I thank thee, that thou 
haſt permitted me e're I quit my 
country, to behold him once again, 
to whom I owe my poor remains 
of earthly happineſs.” 


Tux faithful domeſtic flew to obey 

his lord, and ſhortly returned, fol- 
lowed by the knight, who wore the 
ſame black armour in which de 
Villars had before ſeen him. 


A svuppx bluſh overſpread the 
countenance of Eleanor on his en- 
trance; an univerſal agitation ſhook 


her 
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her frame, and it was with difficulty 
the could ſupport herſelf. Fortu- 
nately, however, her confuſion was 
not noticed, for a more ſurpriſing 
ſcene immediately occupied the at- 
tention of de Villars and his ſon. 


Tue knight had advanced towards 
the former in order to pay his re- 
ſpects, when his eye by accident 
fixed itſelf on the countenance of 
Agnes Warren, whole face was 
diſplayed by the veil being thrown 
back. For a moment he gazed on 
her with the utmoſt earneſtneſs; 
then ſuddenly unclaſping his helmet, 
he ſprang forwards, and embracing 
her, exclaimed, © Great God! 'tis 
ſhe, tis ſhe herſelf, 'tis Agnes my 
beloved!“ As- 
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ASTONISHMENT overwhelmed the 
daughter of fir Raymond; but it 
ſoon gave way to more pleaſing e- 
motions, on her recollecting in the 
features of the young knight, the 
countenance of her brother. Ex- 
ceſſive tranſport rendered her inca- 
pable of expreſſing the workings of 
her ſoul; ſhe fell upon his neck, 
and wept aloud. | 


Nox could the ſpectators behold 
the intereſting ſcene unmoved.—A 
meeting thus unexpected, between 
thoſe bound to each other by the 
ſtrongeſt ties of fraternal affection, 
when they had mutually relinquiſh- 
ed the idea of each other being in 
exiſtence; produced a ſurpriſe ſo 

| new, 
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new, a delight ſo tumultuous in the 
principal parties, as powerfully cal. 
led forth- the feelings of de Villars 
and his children. Incoherent ex- 
preſſions of joy and congratulation, 
formed the only language that paſ- 
ſed for a few minutes, 


Taz knight, however, recovering 
himſelf, turned to de Villars ſaying, 
« Excuſe, my lord, the indulgence of 
thoſe tranſports which were excited- 
by a rencounter thus happy and un- 
hoped for.— Ten years have now e- 
lapſed ſince the ſeparation of Agnes 
and myſelf.—A ſeparation, alas! fa- 
tal to the life of my father, and the 
peace of his unfortunate offspring! 
But let me forget the wretchedneſs 

VOL 11. N of 
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of the paſt, in gratitude for the preſent 
boon—that heaven has been pleaſed 
to beſtow, the recovery of my ſiſter, 
the friend of my youth, in the mo- 
ment when deſpair bade me ceaſe 
to look for her on this ſide the 
grave.“ 


« KNIGHT“ returned the baron, 
«attempt not to apologiſe for emo- 
tions which do honor to our nature; 
de Villars, believe me, ſympathi- 
ſes in your extacy from his very 
ſoul, — The ties with which grati- 
tude had before bound him to you, 
are now ſtill cloſer drawn, ſince he 
diſcovers in the deliverer of his 
daughter the gallant ſon of fir 
Raymond Warren. But come, my 

| children, 
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children, welcome to our caſtle, the 
repreſentative of my ancient friend; 
whoſe countenance impreſſes on my 
recollection thoſe manly graces, that 
vigorous beauty, which adorned his 
father in the firſt period of our ac- 
quaintance.” 


 EpwarD inſtantly ruſhed forward, 
and ſnatching the hand of the knight 
with fervor to his boſom, expreſſed, 
1n animated terms, the happineſs he 
experienced at being able to thank 
him for the infinite obligations he 
had conferred on his family, and to 
offer him at the ſame time his warm 
and undivided friendſhip. —Eleanor 
alſo approached, her countenance 
deeply ſuffuſed with bluſhes —She 


N 2 attempted 
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attempted to congratulate him on 
the unexpected interview with his 
ſiſter, and to bid him welcome to 
the baron's reſidence; but her words 
were unconnected, and her manner 
embarraſſed. 5 


Du Villars ſaw the diſtreſs under 
which ſhe laboured, and inftantly 
divined the cauſe; but willing to 
relieve it, he requeſted Raymond to 
favor them with a detail of his ad- 
' ventures. % Doubtleſs,” ſaid he, 


te you muſt have witneſſed many inter- 
eſting ſcenes, ſince your departure 
from your native country.—Inform 
us then, of the events that have oc- 
curred; and the reaſons which in- 


duced you thus to conceal your real 
character, 
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character, and to aſſume this myſ- 
terious appearance, ſince your return 


to England.“ 


Tae knight bowed an aſſent to 
de Villars's requeſt, and began as 
follows. 


« IT is needleſs for me to enter in- 
to the hiſtory of the domeſtic con- 
cerns of our family, previous to my de- 
parture for the continent, becauſe 
little intereſting to others occurred in 
them.—No accident or diſaſter broke 
in upon our peace, or varied the 
uniform and happy routine of our 
mode of living, till the deceaſe of 
my beloved mother. From that mo- 


ment felicity forſook our dwellings 
--. A the 


133 rr IxT ABBEY: | 
the diſconſolate fir Raymond ſunk 
into the deepeſt melancholy, and de- 
termined to abſtract himſelf imme- 
diately, in his country reſidence, from, 
all ſociety. 


* I PROBABLY ſhould have accom. 
panied him to his retreat in Hamp- 
ſhire, had not Guy, count of Flan- 
ders (a relation of my mother) juſt 
at this period, given me an invita- 
tion to his court, —He had formed 
an alliance with the late king, and 
undertaken to invade the territories 
of Philip the fair of France, with 
whom Edward was then at war. 


Tux call of glory to the youth- 
ful mind, is irreſiſtible; I panted for 
military 
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military fame, and thought this a 
favorable opportunity of acquiring 
unfading laurels in the field of battle. 
Without heſitation therefore I accep- 
ted the offer, and in an evil hour, 
deſerted my parent and my ſiſter.— 
Sacred ſhade of my fire, forgive this 
breach of filial duty, and let the 
frequent tears of vain regret which 
I have ſhed, propitiate thy pardon ! 


Tux tumults of war employed my 
mind ſo effectually, for ſix or ſeven 
years, that altho* I rarely received 
any tidings from my native land, I 
was not anxious on this account. 
A little relaxation however, in mi- 
litary toil, allowed me to turn my 
thoughts towards thoſe connections, 

who 
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who ſtill poſſeſſed my warm, my 
undivided regard. —A twelvemonth 
elapſed without hearing from them. 
A ſpecial meſſenger whom I diſpatch- 
ed from the army, which was then 
in Brabant, did not return, I became 
ſeriouſly uncaſy about them, and ſo- 
licited permiſſion to viſit England 
myſelf, and ſatisfy my anxieties. 


Tus count of Flanders had gran- 
ted my requeſt, and I was prepared to 
ſet out, when a ſudden miſunderſtand- 
ing took place between him and John 
duke of Brabant, and inſtantly burſt 
into mutual hoſtilities. The com- 
mand I held in Guy's army, was 
an high and important one, from 


which I could not abſent myſelf 
without 
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without danger to the ſervice. —Pri- 
vate conſiderations therefore were 
obliged to give way to public du- 
ties. I relinquiſhed the idea of leav- 
ing the continent as yet, and bent 
my whole attention to the buſineſs 
of the var. 


„ Ox evening after a ſucceſsful 
rencounter with the enemy, I retired 

to my tent, oppreſſed with fatigue, 
to enjoy an hour's repoſe. I flept 
undiſturbed till midnight, when I 
awoke.— The door of the tent was 
uncloſed, and the full moon threw 


her placid reflection on my couch. 
Immediately in the front, a vene- 
rable wood reared its aſpiring head; 
and by its * brown horrors” formed 
a fine 
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a fine contraſt to the rich radiance 
of the planet of the night.— All was 
huſhed around; and not even a breeze 
diſturbed the ſolemn quiet of the 


hour. 


« I was ſtruck with the awful beauty 
of the ſcene; and naturally fell into 
meditations of a ſerious nature. 


Buſy fancy began to preſent her fic- 
tions to my mind, my thoughts 
turned to England, and fears for the 
ſafety of thoſe dear connections which 
J had left there aroſe, - 


„I REFLECTED With pain on the 
length of time that had elapſed, ſince 
any tidings of them had reached my 
knowledge.-—The ſtate of diftreſs to 

| which 
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which my father had been reduced 
by the death of his lady, and the 
unprotected ſituation in which Agnes 
would be left in caſe of any acci- 
dent happening to him, next oc- 
cured to my recollection. —Imagina- 
tion conjured up a thouſand diſtreſſing 
chimeras; I reproached myſelf for 
having thus long abſented myſelf from 
thoſe of whom I ought to have been 
the protector; and reſolved to re- 
turn to ſir Raymond as foon as I 
could abſent myſelf from the army 
without diſhonor. 


© WHILST theſe reflections paſſed 

in my mind, my eye was bent on 
the ſkirting of the wood, through 
which the beams of the moon dart- 
X ed 
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ed an intercepted radiance.—On a 
ſudden the form of an armed war- 
rior appeared, pacing ſlowly between 
the trees. He ſoon however left the 
wood, and directed his ſteps towards 
me.—Surpriſed at the unuſual ſight, 
I ſtarted from my couch, and ſprang 
to the door of my tent—the knight 
approached ; his helmet was open; 
the moon played upon his face, and 
diſcovered to my aſtoniſhed viſion, 
a pale and ſorrowful countenance in 
which I traced the features of my 
father, | 


_ *«Wowpts rivetted me to the ſpot 
whereon I ſtood; and prevented me 
from either approaching or queſtion- 
ing the phantom; which heaving a 
deep 
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deep ſigh, exclaimed in mournful 
accents, Raymond, beware of Hil- 
debrand!' A ſpreading cedar tree, 
hid, at this moment, the appearance 


from my view, and I ſaw it no more. 


Tu apprehenſions which I had 
before entertained, were now con- 
firmed; and the ſolemn monition 
pronounced by the ſhade of my fa- 
ther, afforded me a clue, by which 
1 could diſcover the author of all 
the dreaded evils. What they might 
be I was at a loſs to conclude; but 
I could not doubt they were of an 
extraordinary nature, as it had plea- 
ſed providence to prepare me for 
them, in a manner out of the com- 
mon courſe of its operations. 

SOL. IT. 0 © REFLEC= 
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„ REFLECTIONS of this nature oc- 
cupied my mind till morning ; when 
I left my tent, fully reſolved to take 
an early opportunity of quitting the 
army, and departing for England. 


«A Few days clapſed without any 
particular circumſtance occurring ; 
the enemy having been beaten in va- 
rious ſkirmiſhes, did not ſhew them- 
ſelves without their encampment, 
and left our forces to a temporary 
repoſe. During this interval of in- 
action, I gave myſelf up entirely to 
reflection on the ſingular ſcene I had 
witneſſed; and indulged my melan- 
choly, by frequenting the wood, 
ſrom whence the ſpirit of my pa- 
rent had appeared to proceed, flat- 


tering . 
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tering myſelf that I might be in- 
dulged once more with the awful 
viſion. 

«T HaD repeated theſe ſolitary 
walks for ſeveral evenings, but uſual- 
ly returned to the encampment be- 
fore midnight. —I remained, how- 
ever, in the ſelemn ſhades, one night, 
later than uſual, and the diſtant village 
clock beat the hour of twelve, be- 
fore I thought of leaving them. I 
had ſcarcely turned to retrace my 
road, when I diſtinctly heard a whiſ- 
per at a few paces from me. I 
liſtened, but the ſounds had ceaſed. 
The ſupernatural warning I had 


lately received, occurred to my re- 
collection; I unſheathed my truſty 


O 2 ſword, 
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ſword, and proceeded, —There was 
a ſmall brake on my right hand, 
which I muſt neceſlarily paſs, from 
whence, indeed, the whiſper appear- 
ed to me to come.——Nor was I 


miſtaken; for as ſoon as I had 
reached it, two people in military 
habits and armed with daggers, 
ſtarted up from behind it, and ruſh- 


ed upon me. 


I was, however, prepared for 
their reception, and in a moment 
laid the foremoſt of them dead at 
my feet. The ſurviving villain, had 
in the mean time, grazed my left 
ſhoulder with his weapon; and was 
preparing a 'blow at my heart—but 
J prevented his intention by bury- 
ing my ſword in his fide. 
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« He fell to the ground; and 1 
had lifted my arm to put him in- 
ſtantly to death; when he exclaimed, 
« Spare for a moment ſir knight, a 
wretch who has already received his 
death at your hands,—A few mi- 
nutes muſt cloſe my exiſtence; and 
I look with horror on the crime 
which I have been induced to at- 
tempt committing. But e'er I quit 
the world, I would willingly make 
all the amends in my power to in- 
jured innocence, by unfolding the 
reaſons which actuated me to this 
bloody deed.” 


« HILDEBRAND your kinſman, is 
the author of this villany. His cur- 
ſed gold corrupted the honeſty of 

03 myſelf, 
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myſelf, and brother, who now lies 


dead before you; and engaged us 


to undertake your aſſaſſination. 
For this purpoſe, we came, a few 
days ſince to the army as volunteers; 
and ever ſince our arrival, have care- 
fully watched an opportunity of exe- 
cuting our ſcheme. To- night appear- 
ed a favourable one; but mark how 
Heaven has fruſtrated the ſangui- 
nary deſign.— I die however without 
regret, becauſe Itruſt my untimely fall 
will atone, in ſome degree, for my 
atrocious gilt.— But think not youth, 
that this is the only evil you may 
expect from the hands of Hildebrand. 
—By him your father is murdered; 
your rights are uſurped; and your 


ſiſter .“ Death prevented him from 


concluding 
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concluding the ſentence; he fell back, 


and groaned out his miſerable ſoul. 


« Hex had uttered, however, ſuffici- 
ent to fill me with horror and diſmay. 
All my fears were now realized. — 
Part of his terrible detail, the death 
of fir Raymond, had been confirm- 
cd by the previous adventure which 
befel me, and the remainder, told in 
the moment of diſſolution, I could not 
diſbelieve. 


« Bur the unceftainty in which 
he left me, reſpecting Agnes, was 
intolerable. Every poſſible ſituation 
of diſtreſs, aroſe to my affrighted 
imagination, and nearly deprived me 
of reaſon, TI hurried to my tent, and 
waited 
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waited impatiently for the morning, 
determined, whatever might be the 
conſequence to haſten immediately 
to England. . The dawn at length 
appeared; I changed my uſual coſt- 
ly armour for the black ſuit which 
] at preſent wear; mounted my pal- 
frey, and left the army. TI uſed all 
the expedition in my power; paſſed 
into Normandy, then took ſhipping, 
and ſoon arrived on the coaſt of Suſſex, 


« Ir now behoved me to act with 
the greateſt caution, ſince I found 
by my enquiries, that it was uni- 
verſally believed throughout the 
country, fir Raymond Warren and 
his daughter had died ſeveral months 


before, of a contagious fever, and 
| Raymond 


A GOTHIC STORY, 153 


Raymond the ſon been carried off 
by aſſaſſination, on the continent.— 
Part of this infernal fabrication I 
could have immediately diſproved, 
by declaring myſelf to be the ſon 
of the deceaſed knight; but this 
diſcloſure prudence forbid me to 
make, becauſe I alſo underſtood that 
Hildebrand had received an ample 
confirmation of the young king, 
with whom he was a great favorite, 
of all the poſſeſſions of my late fa- 
ther; and had eſtabliſhed himſelf in 
the demeſne, by collecting around him 
a band of retainers more numerous 


than any baron in thoſe parts. 


« THESE Circumſtances therefore 


made me reſolve to keep myſelf 
concealed 
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concealed for the preſent, and wait 
patiently for an opportunity of re- 
venging the death of my father, 
vindicating my rights, and reſcuing 
my ſiſter from the power of Hilde- 
brand, if, happily ſhe yet ſurvived . 
his bloody machinations. That I 
might be the better able to make 
every proper obſervation, and to take 
advantage of each favorable circum- 
ſtance as it aroſe, I reſolved to ap- 
proach as near to the caſtle of 
Netley as I could without danger 
of diſcovery, and accordingly pro- 
ceeded by nocturnal journies to that 
neighbourhood. 


J Had already reached the woods 


which ſurround the manſion, and 
ſaw 
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ſaw its ſtately turrets tower above 
the trees, when I was agreeably ſur- 
priſed by the appearance of our old 
domeſtic Gilbert Nowil, who croſſed 
the path down which I rode. 1 
called to him by name; the faithful 
creature knew my voice, and in an 
extacy of joy threw himſelf at my 
feet. And is it poſſible,” cried 
he, “that my aged eyes ſhould again 
be bleſſed with a ſight of my young 
lord, when every hope of his being 
yer alive had left me? But fly,” 
continued he, after a ſhort pauſe, “ fly 
from this abode of death and hor- 
ror.—The bloody Hildebrand poſſeſ- 
ſes theſe demeſnes, and ſhould his 
numerous followers diſcover you, 
reſt aſſured that all the violence of 


' . power, 
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power, and arts of cunning would 
be exhauſted to deſtroy you. Your 
faithful ſervant has a ſmall cottage 
at three miles diſtance from hence; 
thither will I conduct you, my lord, 
and there may you continue quietly 
concealed, till it pleaſe heaven (which 
will not ſuffer villany long to tri- 
umph) to point out ſome method 
for the recovery of your uſurped 


rights.” 


I surrERED myſelf to be perſu- 
aded by Gilbert, and accompanied 
him to his reſidence, where I alſo 
found the old domeſtic of my ſiſter, 
to whom he had afforded protection, 
ever ſince their diſmiſſion from the 


ſervice of my father. On our way 
tO 
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to the cottage, I learned each cir- 
cumſtance that had tranſpired ſince 
I departed from England, to the 
time of the ſudden diſappearance of fir 
Raymond and my ſiſter. What had 
befallen them after that period he. 
was unable to inform me, tho* 
he ſuſpected from certain circum- 
ſtances which he nad both heard 
and obſerved, that Netley Abbey 
was in ſome manner concerned with 
their fate. From him alſo I learn- 
ed- the arrival of your family, baron, 
in the neighbourhood of my father's 
territories, and the partiality which 
my deteſtable Kinſman had ven- 
tured to declare for your amiable 
daughter. 


43 
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„GIL BERT's detail filled me with 
aſtoniſhment and rage; and I ſhould 
immediately have ridden to the caſ- 
tle, and diſcovered myſelf to be the 
Tightful owner of the demeſne, had 
not my impetuoſity been reſtrained 
by the prudent ſuggeſtions of my 
aged counſellor, who endeavoured 
to ſooth my boſom with the hope 
of future opportunities more favor- 
able to my purpoſe than the pre- 
Tent one. 


«I THEREFORE continued quiet in 
my retreat for a few days, until I 
was rouſed by the intelligence of fir 
Hildebrand Warren's intended tour- 
nament held in honor of the baron 


4 Villars daughter. No conſideration 
could 
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could now prevent my viſiting the 
caſtle, and attending the entertain- 
ment. I could not endure the idea. 
of the infernal deſtroyer of my fa- 
mily making my uſurped poſſeſſions 
the theatre of his own glory; and 
the thought of ſo much beauty and 
worth as the lady Eleanor was re- 
ported to poſſeſs, being ſacrificed to 


ſuch a wretch, was equally intolera- 
ble. I. therefore, oh the morning 


appointed for the juſting, mounted my 
palfrey, and rode towards the caſtle, 
fully determined to execute my plans 
of vengeance, ] by putting fir Hilde- 
brand to death during the tournament. 


© You baron were witneſs to the 


ſcene that paſſed. My intention 
was 
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was fruſtrated, as I found afterwards ; 

or I ſhould not have quitted the liſt 

without fulfilling my purpoſe, had 
not I apprehended that our third 
meeting had been fatal to him—when 
however, I returned, and was aſſur- 
ed that Hildebrand ſurvived the ren- 
counter, my chagrin became extreme; 
and I reſolved by ſome means or 
: other, to try my own arm with him 
once more in ſingle combat. 


« Fox this purpoſe I cauſed his mo- 
tions to be obſerved, and learned 
that he uſually viſited the abbey, 
unattended, every day about noon 
— Yeſterday it was my intention 
to intercept him; when in my 
way towards the ſpot that I had 

pitched 
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pitched on as my place of ambuſh, 
I beheld your fair daughter my lord, 
in the ſituation of diſtreſs from which 
it was my happy lot to deliver her. 
After rendering her ſafe into your 
hands, I continued my route, and 
waited, without ſeeing any perſon, 
till night made it neceſſary for me 
to return to Gilbert's cottage. 


THIS morning, however, I again 
ſet out for the ſame place, and had 
been there ſome hours, when I was 
informed by a menial domeſtic of 
_ Hildebrand's, that his maſter had 
yeſterday gone with a large party 
of his retainers into the New Foreſt, 
for the purpoſe of hunting, and in- 
tended to continue there ſeveral days. 

P 3 For 
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For a ſhort time therefore, I was 
obliged to lay aſide my ſcheme ; and 
on my return from the retreat took 
this opportunity of paying my re- 
Tpects at your lordſhip's caſtle ; where 
however, I little expected to find that 
dear connection, whom my fears had 
long fince numbered with the dead, 


« For my father's fate I dread al- 
moſt to aſk, but melancholy, cer- 
tainty 1s not ſo painful as ſuſpenſe ; 
unfold therefore Agnes the ſad truth 
whatever it may be, and tell me by 
what | bleſſed providence I find you 
thus in health and ſafety.” 


Tn baron's family united in re- 
queſting that Agnes would again re- 
bet; late 
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late her ſtory Raymond liſtened to 


the recital with filent ſorrow—the 


tear of affection rolled down his 
manly cheek, and ſympathetic ten- 
derneſs moiſtened the eye of every 
one preſent. His ſiſter having con- 
cluded her ſtory, the baron impart- 
ed to him the reſolution he had form- 


ed of immediately quitting England, 


together with his reaſons for ſo do- 
ing, and preſſed his accompanying 
the party to the continent. 


*RAavyMOND returned his grateful 
thanks for the intereſt which de 
Villars thus kindly took in his 
concerns, and gladly availed him- 
ſelf of the propoſition ; - but,” ſaid 
he, © my lord, it will not be 


—— 


neceſſary 
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neceſſary to execute your - deſign 
ſo immediately as you propoſed, 
Hildebrand has left his caſtle 
for ſome days; and it is certain 
nothing can be attempted by him 
till he returns. Let us therefore 
remain two days longer c'er we 
depart, that every neceſſary arrange- 
ment may be made for the expedi- 
tion; and proper directions left with 
the faithful Gilbert, in caſe it ſhould 
pleaſe providence to order events 
in ſuch a manner as may enable 
us once more to return to Eng. 


land.“ 


Tus baron immediately acceeded 
to the propoſal of ſir Ray mond, (who 


now aſſumed his legal title) and with 
the 
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the greater pleaſure, as it allowed 
Agnes and his daughter to make more 
comfortable preparations than the 
ſhortneſs of the time would other- 
ways have allowed them, 


24 CHAP, 


166 NETLEY ABBEY: 


* 


CHAP. XVI. 


Tre intereſting occurences of the 
day had awakened all the ſenſibili- 
ties of the parties concerned in them, 
and the penetration of de Villars 
eaſily diſcovered that a reciprocal 
attachment had taken place between 
Edward and Agnes Warren, as well 
as between fir Raymond and his 
daughter, —It was with the ſincereſt 
pleaſure he beheld this mutual par- 
tiality, the diſintereſted affection of 
generous and congenial ſouls, but as 
he ſtill conſidered his family with- 
in the power of Hildebrand, he de- 
termined . to drop no hint of his 

; | being 
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being conſcious of the ſituation of 
their hearts till ſuch time as he had 


entirely eſcaped the reach. of his 
machinations.— He therefore ſtimu- 
lated them to exert themſelves in 
providing for their departure on the 
evening of the ſecond day. 


Six Raymond and Edward in the 
interim, had entered into the firmeſt 
bonds of friendſhip, mutually un- 
folded their ſentiments, and engaged 
te aſſiſt each other in their differ- 
ent ſuits; while Agnes and Eleanor, 
with equal candour had acted in the 
ſame confidential manner; and diſ- 
cloſed without reſerve, the predi- 
lection which they felt for their re- 


ſpective deliverers. | 
THE 
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Tur baron having obtained from 
ſir Raymond the information of 
Gilbert's retreat, diſpatched Robert 
to his cottage, that he might con- 
duct both him and Frances to the 
caſtle ; the latter of whom, Agnes 
Warren was defirous of taking into 
exile with her ; the faithful creatures 
| ſoon arrived, but language is unable to 
paint their unaffected joy, in once more 
beholding a miſtreſs, whoſe kindneſs 
and generoſity had ever deprived 
ſervitude of its pain, and engaged 


them to her by the ſtrongeſt bonds 


of affection. Frances heard with the 
moſt unfeigned delight the arrange- 
ments which had been made, and 
declared that nothing ſhould again 


ſeparate her from her beloved miſ- 
| treſs. 
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treſs. Gilbert alſo promiſed to 
watch the motions of Hildebrand 
with the ſtricteſt vigilance; to un- 
fold gradually through the country, 
his complicated [villainies, as well as 
the means by which young Warren 
and his ſiſter had been enabled to 
eſcape them; and to deliver into the 
hands of de Villars' friends the Earls 
of Hereford, Pembroke, and Lancaſ- 
ter, letters containing a full detail 
of all the occurrences which had 
happened. L 


Every thing was now prepared 
for the departure of the baron and 
his family. The ſecond evening had 
arri ved; the bark which ſhould con- 
vey them to the continent floated in 
Vor, M = GC the 
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the river; and the party only waited 
for the quiet and darkneſs of mid- 
night that they might get on board 
their veſſel without obſervation.— 
The clock at length ſtruck eleven; 
the domeſtics were laden with provi- 
ſions and neceſſaries ſor the expedition; 
and de Villars led Agnes Waren to 
the gate of the caſtle. 

Hz was on the point of open- 
ing it, when a violent knocking a- 
larmed the party. For a moment 
ſurpriſe kept them ſilent; the baron, 
however, ſoon exclaimed, Robert 
unbar the gate; if it be a friend who 
knocks thus loudly, we need not be 
concerned, and: ſhould it be our foe, 


our number and the goodneſs of our 
| cauſe 
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cauſe will enable us to defy his 


malice,” —On theſe words; Robert 


opened the gate, (the ladies having 
firſt retired) and diſcovered a man in 
the habit ofa monk, whoſelook beſpoke 
terror, diſmay and aſtoniſhment. 


As ſoon as he beheld de Villars, 


« haſten my lord,” exclaimed he, 


in interrupted accents, -* to Netley 


Abbey, which teems with blood 
and horror.” — The baron deſired 
the eccleſiaſtic to compoſe himſelf, 
and to be more explicit with regard 
to the what had occaſioned his a- 
larm.—“ My lord,“ replied he, “it 
is now vain to endeavour to keep 


that from your knowledge, which 
muſt ſhortly be fully unfolded. T1 


Q2 will 


— — — mme 


. 
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| will therefore be candid, and hope 


that my confeſſion may be received 
as the price of pardon. 


« Many months ſince, the daugh- 
ter of fir Raymond Warren was com- 
mitted by fir Hildebrand to the care 


of father Peter, and confined in a 


ſubterraneous apartment in our ab- 
bey, which had been prepared un- 


der the immediate inſpection of fir 
Hildebrand, in the life time of his 
_ uncle. Here ſhe continued nearly 
two years; during which time, altho' 


ſir Hildebrand had only three or 


four. interviews - with her, yet he 


generally paid a. viſit to the monaſ- 
tery every day, to make enquiries 
relative -to his priſoner, whom he 
had determined to confine for life. 
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*A Few evenings paſt, a youth 
diſguiſed as a minſtrel, found means 
to introduce himſelf to our monaſ- 
tery,—He impoſed upon the abbot, 
and gained his permiſſion to remain 
there one night; during the courſe 
of which, he diſcovered the apart- 
ment of fir Raymond's daughter, 
and reſcued her from her confine- 
ment.—On the morning when the 
circumſtance was known, father Pe- 
ter, half dead with conſternation, 
cauſed immediate ſearch and enqui- 
ry to be made for the fugitives; but 
without effect. He dreaded to ſee 
fir Hildebrand, as he had given him 
the ſtricteſt charges for the ſafe cuſ- 
tody of the lady; the caſe how- 
ever was remedileſs, and he could 


3 only 


174 NETLEY ABBEY: 
only unfold to him what had hap- 
pened. 


t Tuts evening the knight re. 
turned from a hunting match in the 
New Foreſt and an hour ſince, reached 
the abbey, much intoxicated with 
wine, a practice to which he has of 
late been conſiderably addicted. His 
firſt inquiry was for Agnes War- 
ren; whoſe flight he learnt with 
rage that bordered on phrenzy. 
He loaded the abbot with every exe- 
cration that paſſion ſuggeſted, and 
ſwore he would put him to death 
unleſs he immediately diſcovered the 
place of her retreat. Theſe invec- 
tives, and menaces rouſed father Pe- 
ter's indignation; he made a ſharp 
: reply 
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reply.—Sir Hildebrand was enflamed 
to madneſs; and plucking a dagger 


from his ſide, he ruſhed upon the 


abbot, and plunged it in his boſom. ' 
The blow was mortal; but e' re he 
fell, he ſeiſed the weapon from the 
hand of fir Hildebrand and inflic- 
ted a deep and fatal wound in his 
groin, which brought him alſo to 
the ground. | 


% FATHER Peter, my lord, imme- 
diately expired ; but his antagoniſt, 
after a ſhort time, recovered both 
his ſenſe and reaſon. He ſoon 
ſaw that a few hours muſt terminate 
his exiſtence, and a conſciouſneſs of 
the many crimes he had committed 
inſtantly aroſe to his diſturbed mind. 

His 
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His penitence is, however, deep, and 
his wiſhes are to employ the remain- 
ing portion of life; in endeavouring 
to make atonement for his offences, 
For this purpoſe he diſpatched meſ- 
ſengers for ſeveral of his retainers 
and domeſtics, and ordered me to 
fly to the caſtle of baron de Villars, 
and requeſt the immediate attendance, | 
of you my lord, your ſon bon daugh- 
ter at the abbey.” - 


Taz detail of the monk filled his 
audience with 'aſtoniſhment and awe, 
The baron lifted his eye to hea. 
ven, and breathed an ejaculation of 
grateful: wonder to' that being, who 
thus unexpectedly illumines the dark- 


Neſs of deſpair; raiſes the drooping 
ſpirits 
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ſpirits of ſuffering virtue; and hum- 
bles in the duſt the towering ſchemes 
of daring profligacy. 


„ Moxx” faid the baron, “return 
to the abbey, and announce our im- 
_ mediate approach. We will follow 
thee with all ſpeed.”* As ſoon as he 
was departed, children, continu- 
ed de Villars, mark how the hand 
of heaven is at length manifeſted in 
our favor, at the moment when hope 
had ceaſed to chear us.——Such is 
the reward of a pious reſignation 
to its decrees. Let not man 
then, impiouſly arraign the moſt 
high, if in the courſe of his moral 
government of his creatures, ini- 
quity appears to triumph, and piety 

to 
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to be depreſſed; but let him learn 
from our adventures, that the time 
will come when patient ſuffering 
ſhall be recompenſed with its re- 
ward, and inſulting vice be 9 
nn 1 


| Tux party now proceeded to the 
abbey, which they ſoon reached. 
All here was confuſion and alarm; 
the monks, conſcious of their ini- 
quities, were trembling with appre- 
henſion, and ſeveral of fir Hilde- 
Þrand's retainers ſtood in the cloiſters, 
whoſe countenances expreſſed the 
deſpair they entertained of their 
Patron 8 recovery. 


Ar length the baron and his ſon 
entered 
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entered the reſectory, the theatre of 
the bloody tragedy which had been 
acted; ſir Raymond remaining with 
the ladies, in the cloiſters without.— 
Here they beheld a ſcene dreadful 
beyond deſcription. In one corner 
of the room lay the abbot, deprived 
of life, and weltering in his blood.— 

But his features had not loſt the 
diſtortions with which rage and pain 
had ſtamped them. In another part 
appeared Hildebrand, ſtretched upon, 
a couch in a ſtate of horror next 
to madneſs. Four attendants en- 
deavoured to ſecure his hands, and to 
prevent him from tearing away the 


bandages that had been applied to 


his wound. —Lamentations for his 


enormities, mingled with ſhricks, and 
execrations, 
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execrations, burſt occaſionly from 
him; while his blood-ſhot eyes that 


rolled with fearful rapidity, too well 


beſpoke the deſpair which IR | 
his ou 


Wers at length with ang 
gling and exertion, he grew more 
compoſed ; and returning recollection 
enabled him to perceive and know 
de Villars and his ſon. The ſight. 
of them had nearly reduced him a- 
gain to diſtraction, For a few mi- 
nutes he was ſilent, but at length ex- 
claimed, Pardon, pardon de Villars, 
a wretch who is now going to ex- 
piate his enormous crimes—one who 
had ſecretly doomed your daughter 
to diſhonor, and yourſelf and ſon 

| | to 
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to aſſaſſination. But heaven has pre- 
vented this accumulation of infer- 
nal wickedneſs. Would that its light- 
nings had blaſted me, ere I com- 
mitted thoſe other crimes which 
ſtain my polluted ſoul—the murder 
of my friend, my patron, my rela- 
tion; and his gallant fon.” 


« HILDEBRAND,”” returned the ba- 
ron, let not the evils you intend- 
ed to inflict on me, which it has 
pleaſed heaven thus wonderfully to 
avert, grieve your departing ſpirit. 
IT from my ſoul forgive thee all thy 
meditated injuries. For thy treat- 
ment of the good ſir Raymond, which 
I have heard from the lips of Agnes 
who is now under my protection, 
VOL, IT, R may 
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-may heaven accept thy deep contri. 
tion; and give thee to be thankful 
that it ſpared one tranſgreſſion to thy 
Finful ſoul, the death of his ſon, 
who has wonderfully eſcaped thy ma- 
lice, and now attends thee that thou 
mayeſt in the preſence of us all, 
make reſtitution to him of his u- 
furped rights.” 


„ Axp does he live?” cried Hil- 
debrand, oh bring him hither, to 
bleſs my burning eyes, and hear my 
laſt weak ſighs of penitence.” Ray- 
mond immediately entered the a- 
partment, having laid aſide his ſhield 
and helmet. The ſtrong reſemblance, 
however, between the youth and his 
murdered father; inſtantl y flaſhed up- 

| on 
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on Hildebrand; the dreadful viſion 
occurred to his imagination, and 
threw him into a paroxyſm of hor- 
ror and deſpair. *© Save me, fave 
me, exclaimed he, ſtarting from the 
couch into the arms of his atten- 
dants, from him, whoſe look withers 
my ſoul. Hell itſelf with all its 
horrors is leſs terrible, than the blaſt- 
ing eye of that fearful ſpectre.” 


Tus agitation of his mind became 
too violent for his exhauſted frame 
to contend with. The blood guſhed 
again from his wound. The cold 
dews of death overſpread his face— 
and his agoniſed ſoul took her flight, 
in a groan of deſpair that filled the 
bye-ſtanders with aſtoniſhment and 
awe. R 2 As 


tending of HildebrinSh were e ful ly 
convinced of their 4patron's diſſolu- 
tion, they began to think of pro- 
riding for their own ſafety. They 
had. been privy- to all. his enor- 
mities; and dreaded the puniſh- 
ment they ſo juſtly deſerved. Each 
therefore immediately endeavoured 
to fix the whole odium of them on 
the two principals, Hildebrand and 
the abbot; and officiouſly proffered 
his ſervices to ſir Raymond, whom 
the former had declared to be the 
right heir en, demeſne. | 
Tus ab, ben FRO as 
e baſeneſs and ſervility, aſ- 
ſuring them that guilt ſhould never 
e find 


1 
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find an aſylum under his protection. | 
His father's wrongs were not to be 


forgotten, and he reſolved as ſoon as 
he was firmly ſettled in his rights, that 
public inquiry ſhould be made into 
the circumſtances of fir Raymond's 
death, and the ſevereſt puniſhment 


inflicted on thoſe who were concern 
ed in the foul deed. 


As the morning had now dawned, 
ſir Raymond, accompanied by de 
Villars and his ſon, proceeded to 
Necley caſtle in order to take poſ- 
ſeſſion of his parental eſtates. From 
thence a meſſage was diſpatched to all 
the barons and knights in the neigh- 
bourhood, begging their attendance. 
Before this numerous body, de Vil- 

R 3 lars 
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lars made a full detail of the vari- 
ous circumſtances” which had occur- 
red, both with regard to fir Raymond's 
family and his own. His narrative 
was confirmed by the. teſtimony of 
Gilbert, ſeveral of Hildebrand's own 
domeſtics, and the monk who had 
firſt carried the tidings to de Villars 
of the tragical ſcene at the abbey. 
The whole aſſembly expreſſed their 
aſtonĩiſfrnent at the ſtory, and their 
hearty congratulations to ſir Ray- 
mond on his eſcaping the malevo- 
lence of Hildebrand, and retrieving 
is property and honors; and united 
in ſwearing to ſupport him in both, 
with their ſwords and fortunes. Meſ- 
ſengers were alſo inſtantly ſent off 
to court, with an account of what 
| had 
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had paſſed, and to ſolicit a confir- 


mation of the eſtates to the legal 
heir, 


Tuls extraordinary and unexpec- 
ted change in the affairs of ſir Ray- 
mond, filled the whole- party with 
the ſincereſt ſatisfaction; but no one 
experienced a more heartfelt * joy, 
than the youth himſelf, as it ena- 
bled him to diſplay the diſintereſt- 
edneſs of his regard for Eleanor, 
and the warmth of his friendſhip for 
her father and brother. No ſooner 
therefore had he received the con- 
firmation of his rights from the 
king (who was prevailed upon at 
the ſame time to withdraw his diſ- 
pleaſure from de Villars and his fa- 
mily) 
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mily) than he preſented his ſiſter 
to Edward, giving her in dower, a 
very conliderable tract of land im- 


mediately in the neighbourhood of 
de Villars's caſtle. | 


Six Raymond then ſolicited the 
hand of Eleanor, who ſuperior to 
the I: tile artifices and affectation of 
falſe delicacy, inttantly beſtowed 
it, where her affections were already 
fixed. | 


Ir was now that he thought it ne- 
ceſſary to do juſtice to the memo- 
ry of his father by puniſhing the 
inſtruments of his death, and pro- 
perly interring his remains. The cul- 
prits were. therefore brought to trial, 

| and 


A COTHIC STORY. 189 
and ſuch as had been immediate - 
ly concerned in the murder, con- 
demned to execution. The bones 


of the late ſir Raymond were col- 


lected, and placed with all the pomp 
of burial in the cemetery of the ab- 
bey; which after undergoing a luſ- 
tration, and being conſecrated afreſh, 
was filled with its compliment of 
monks, taken from neighbouring 
monaſteries, all men of age and 
piety. | 


 NoTuinG was now wanting to 
compleat the felicity of thoſe, on 


whom adverſity had ſo long and dark 


ly frowned. —Sir Raymond Warren 


and his lady. took poſſeſſion of Net- 
ley caſtle, where they lived with all 


the 
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the generous hoſpitality of. feudal- 
magnificence. 


EDpwarD and Agnes reſided. with 
the baron at his. manſion; adding 
the venerable Gilbert, and faithful 
Frances to their family. Whilſt de 
Villars, whom age and grief had 
been gradually bending to the grave, 
once more regained his health and 
cheerfulneſs, and bleſſed, for ſeveral 
years, with his ſociety, the happy 
group, who tranſmitted to their 
poſterity theſe ſacred truths; THAT 
THERE IS NO SITUATION TO WHICH 
PERSECUTED VIRTUE CAN BE REDU=- 
CED, so LOW, AS TO AUTHORISE DES- 
PAIR; THAT THERE ARE NO IR- 
CUMSTANEES TO WHICH HARDENED 

| IMPIETY 
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IMPIETY CAN BE RAISED, SO ELEVA- 
TED, AND SECURE, AS TO PRECLUDE ER 
THE FEAR OF DOWNFAL AND DIS=- 
GRACE, | 


FINIS. 


